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The Preface. 


E that ſets up a fign for Wit, a commo- 
dity as ſophiſticate as that of Wine, 
one of its near Friends ; had need of 
a choice Cellar, to pleaſe the nice Pa- 
lats of his critical Gueſts. This made the Au- 
thor of theſe ſet up his Buſh over the Cave of the 
moſt Ingenious Wit-Merchant Ovid, from whom 
he derives what he preſents you with in the 
enſuing Elegies. And though he may want the 
Faculty of ſparkling wit out of it, as he pours 
zt forth of one Language into another , yet he 
gives it you with the ſame Body , and as it 
was firſt inſpirited by his Excellent Fancy and 
Invention. Which was ſuch that perhaps no 
Poet was ever more beholding to Nature, or 
made . a better return in the Menage of t, 
though he had not alwaies the Fortune to 
chuſe the beſt Subjects, Seneca ſtiles him the 
Wittieſt of all Poets, and St. Ne the moſt 
Excellent. Conſequent to whofe Opinions he 
hath had the Eulogies of ſo many TJudicious 
Perſons in all Languages, and all Ages, that to 
add to their Praiſes were to get little my ſelf. 
A 2 Some 
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| The Preface. 
Some of his Works too have —_— learn? to 
ſpeak Engliſh, where thoſe that defire it may 
find a full Account of him and his Life ; /o 
that 1 ſhall only ſet him in that Light which 
is neceſſary to the reading thi Tranſlation by,, 
and take a Review of his Pifture as looks tow- 
grds that. 


Thoſe Elegies of his Amours were writ in 
his Touth , which he ſeems to have devoted 
wholly to love: and though the Lightneſs of the 
Subjett may perhaps not canvas with the Hu- 
mour of the Grave, yet may there be as good uſe 
made of them, as Virgil did of Ennius, whoſe 
Verſes were as beaſtly in another Kind, Aurum ex 
ſtercore colligere, Gold gathered out of a Dung- 
hill. And if the Ladies of this be but as kind 
to bim as thoſe of the ſame Age were, and as 
they ought in Juſtice to him that hath obliged 
their fair Sex with all the endearing © corefions 
that Wit or Love could invent, to tickle their 
Servants fancies withal, they will in Gratitude 
make a party to abſolbve him for Writing aſwell 
as me for Dreſſing theſe few of them in Engliſh. 
But I fear there needs no Apology for that 
Side : *tis the other Face of the Janus, thoſe 
Readers that think there can be no wit where 
there is no Obſcenity that will caſt the ſevereſt 
Eye on this Tranſlation. 1 confeſs I have not 
only reduced his three Books to one, leaving ont 
the moſt Laſcivioxs , and other Elegies not ſo 
rich 


The Preface. 
' rich in wit as their Neighbours but in thoſe 
that TI have tranſlated I have been bold to re- 
trench his Fancy when obſcene; and where the 
whole Pifture would bear it without much Alte« 
ration of the Features, to refine his laſcivious. 
Colours, and preſent them in a more modeſt Dye. 
T wiſh T could excuſe all other Faults in this 
4 Work as eaſily as this. For certainly of all the 
ſeveral Scenes that Wit afts in , that of Obſce- 
nity is the Worſt. Wit is a pure ſubtle Flame, 
and by Nature the brighteſt Emanation of the 
Soul: which if fixt on any beaſtly Subjeit loſes 
its moſt Noble Property, that of Splendour, and 
only retains an immodeſt Heat, to fire the 
Readers Heart, and then goes out like an 1gnis 
fatuus and leaves at beſt but an ill ſavour behind 
it, For whatſoever Nature hath made a Shame 
to the Eyes, ſhe intended ſhould be ſo to the 
Ears : and the Reading or Hearing any im- 
modeſt Adtion is but a view of it at ſecond 
Hand, and thoſe that copy ſuch Pittures in 
Writing but the immediate Painters of their 
own, and remote Incendiaries of others Luſt, 
wherefore we muſt conclude with the beſt of 
Poets that 'tis juſt 


The Authour bluſh there where the Reader * 
mult. | 


As for the other Part, thoſe Elegies of his 
Troubles , they were writ in. the Time of his 
A 3 Baniſh» 


ne Mike. 


Baniſhment, and entituled Triſtia, or his Trou- 
. les, from the Affliction he lay under when he 
' wrot them, of theſe he compoſed five Books, and 
four more of the ſame Nature, only different 
in title called de Ponto, from whence he wrot 


deftion, and moſt of thoſe Elegies that were 
written as ſhort Familiar Epiſtles to his Lady 
and Friends. at Rome ': not being willing to 
tranſlate them all as they lay, leſs 1 (hould 
make them my own and my Readers Troubles 
now, as truly as they were the Authors heret o- 
fore. And yet I muſt needs own he hath ſs 
Artificially drawn the Pitlure of his Afli- 
ftiou that he hath rendered his 


Miſery prove their Felicity, and which is 
anoſt admirable, notwithſtanding the Cloud he 
was under, his Genius was naturally fuch to 
Poetry, and his Command over his Paſſions ſo 
great, that he ſuffered them not to eclipſe the 
Glory of his Wit, but writes Verſes in the 
midſt of a Stormy Sea and Fortune, and ſhines 
mo leſs* at the Northery Pontus then he did 
at Rome. 7 know Mr. Cowley ſeems to be 
of another Opinion in his Ingenious Preface to 
his Engliſh Works : 4 Perſon of ſuch Excel- 
lent Fudgment that I cannot but diſtruſt my 
own whereſoever it agrees not with his. But 
T take the Meaning of what he there delivers 

ro 


them, out of all which I have only made a Col- - 


own bitter, 
Condition ſweet to his Readers, and made his 


(- 
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to be no other than this : That thoſe that would 
* communicate any Paſſion or Delight to others, muſt 

firſt have it in themſelves, and that either 
really or by the Strength and Force of their 


Ne Imagination : and where any . Afiittion or 


Fleavineſs of Mind hath tuned the Soul to a 
croſs Key from entertaining Pleaſure in its 
ſe!/f *tw impoſſible to impart it to others, - This 
he Exemplifyes in Ovid ; who- whilſt he lived 
in the Delights of Rome, and the Court of 
Auguſtus, his Muſe ſtill Tame forth dreſt like 
his Fortune in the ſprightly Habiliments of 
Love and, Foy, but no ſooner was the Scene 
of his Life ſhifted into Scythia , but ſhe im- 
mediatly lays by all thoſe happy Ornaments 
and with his Fate appears in mourning. 

. Mr. Cowley denies :not that it is the ſame Reaus 
tiful Pace, the ſame wit, and perhaps better 
Fudgment, that entertains us at Tomos and 
at Rome. For he was too well acquainted 
with the beſt Judge of Men, and Poetry., 
Horace, xot to know, that nunc non erat his 
locus; it was not a Time to be telling us of 
his Amours, and the ſoft Darts the Ladies 
of Rome, had ſtuck in his Heart , when he 
was expeiting every hour the . poiſonous ſhaft of 
ſome  Barbarous Scythian to end his Life : 
or. Cupreſſlum ſimulare, as the ſame Author 
phraſes it ; to paint the enticing Delights of 
; Sulmo to his Miſtreſs, when he had undertake 
| | | fo 
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to preſent us with a Pitlure of his Shipwrackt 
Fortunes. Thu he obſerves himſelf ; 


A 
Lzxta fere lztus cecini ; cano triſtia triſtis. 
Conveniens operi tempus utrumque ſuo. 


Joyful of Joies, when fad of Miſery 
I fing; my Time and Subject {till agree. 


. Beſides there is no leſs Pleaſure in a Scene 
of ſorrow if preſented to the Life, then in the 
brighteſt Images of Foy and Content. And | 
ſeldom is the Paſfon of Love well deſcribed 
without it : For Grief and Affiittion are the 
Shadows in the Piflure of Love, which mixt 
with the Light of thoſe Gentle Flames, create 
thoſe Colours that ſerve beſt to copy its por- 
traiture to Human Eyes. And certainly of 
all Paſſons there is none more, infettious when 
Real, nor more naturally moving when Imagi- 
wary, then that of Sorrow, It ſubtilly inſinu« 
ates it ſelf into the moſt ſtubborn Breaſt, and 
the Tears that drop from the Flies of the Af- 
filed, run into and mix with the Melting 
Heart of the Beholder, Nor can we expett a 
better Deſcription o it from any, then thoſe 
that have had the dear Experience of it. And 


though our Author has done it to the Life 
| in 
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in many of his moſt Excellent Pieces, as his 
Myrrha, his Althza, hu Niobe, and moſt of 
his forſaken Ladies in his "Epiſtles, yet there 
he performed it only by the Strength of his 
Fancy, here by hu own Experiefice ; there 
he ſhews us what he Imagined thoſe Perſons 
endured, here what he himſelf had ſuffered. 
And as A. Gellius tells us of one Polus a 
famous Attor of Athens ; who being 'to per- 
ſonate EleQra,, in one of Sophocles his ras 
gedies, lamenting her Brothers Death, brought 
the Urn of his newly deceaſed Son upon the 
Stage and inſtead of preſenting the feigned 
paſſion of a Siſter, became a Real Attor in the 
Tears and Grief of a Sonleſs Father. 


Si vis me flere, dolendum eſt 
Primum ipſe tibi 


. #&So our Author writes here i his own Tears ; 

that he may be read by the weeping Eyes of 
others; and ſets his Miſeries in ſuch a Light, 
as may move a pleafing Pitty in the Hearts 
of his Beholders. 


His Stile in theſe Elegies is familiar and * 
eaſy, which I have attempted as near as 1 could 
in the Engliſh : And what in ſuch Caſes he re- 


commend's ; 


oh a Sit 


- - "THe Treace 


Sit tibi credibilis ſermo, conſuetaque verba, 
Blanda tamen, prxſens ut videare loqui. 


With. eaſy winning Words thy Lines ſhould 


woo her, 
Yet moving too as if thou ſpoke them to 
her. 


His Expreſſion ſuch as beſt ſuits with the 
waked Paſſion and Tenderneſs of Mind, he opens 
in them to his Wife and Friends, neither are 
they ſo full of that libertine Fancy he ſo indul- 
ged in his Touth, but ſpun out of more ſolid 
Thoughts, and ſetled Aﬀettions : which were 
ſuch toward his Lady and Friends that after 
fix or ſeven Tears abſence from them he ſeems 
to have as freſh a Senſe of their former Kindneſs, 
as if he had heen but newly deprived of thoſe 
dear Defires of his Eyes. | 


[} _— 


Out of which we cannot but gather him to 
have been of a moſt Sweet, Tender Nature and 
even Diſpoſition, which with his moſt Excel- 
lent Wit and gentile courtly behaviour had 
rendered him amiable in the Eyes of all , but 
ejpecially the Nobility of Rome, for in his 
Books de Ponto where he puts the Names of his 
Friends 


The Preface. 
4 Priends ( which he concealed in his Triſtibus, 
leſt it might any way prejudice them with Augu- 
ſtus,) we find them to have been Perſons of the 
Higheſt Rank and Quality in the Empire , as 
thoſe that have been at all acquainted with the 
Hiſtories of that Age cannot be to ſeek : But 
how, notwithſtanding his Own , his Wifes and 
ſuch powerful Friends addreſſes to the Empe- 
ror (who we may be ſure left not one Stone un- 
moved to procure it) he ſhould come to be 
confined ſo long to ſuch a Barbarous Place, and 
not ſo much as obtain the Exchange of his 
Place of Puniſhment, or what his Crime might 
be that deſerved ſo ſharp a Penance and yet 
not Death, the Reader I know will expect ſome- 
thing. Tis true that all our Grammarians ſince 
his time have made it their Buſineſs to find 
out the hidden Cauſe of his Baniſhment but *tis 
as true that . they have left it, what perhaps it 
will alwaies be, undetermined, for after we have 
taken a view of their ſeveral Opinions : The 
Love of Julia, the Inceſt of Cxſar, the Laſci- 
viouſneſs of his Poems, and come to ſuit them with 
what he hath left concerning it, they will not 
any of them cloath the Senſe of his Words. Only 
Mr. Dryden, fo/owing the little Light he hath 
given in his Verſes into it, ſeems to have hit 
upor the true Cauſe, To wit, that he had by 
ſome Inadvertency ſtumbled upon the Privacies 
of the Empreſs Livia, And fince there is not 
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The Preface. 

ſo much as a Footſtep left in Antiquity, or any 
Author but himſelf, concerning it, and that only 
this doth make good all thoſe \Places where he 
makes an obſcure Mention of it , we cannot ac- 
quieſce more ſafely in any Opinion than this. In 
his Epiſtle to Auguſtus (with whom he durſt be 
more plain concerning it ) he blames the Miſ- 
fortune of his Eyes in beholding a Forbidden 
Objet ; 


Cur aliquid 'vidi? cur noxia lumina feci ? 
Cur imprudenti cognita culpa mihi eſt ? 
_ Inſcius Aon vidit fine veſte Dianam, _ 
Prada ſuis canibus non minus 1lle fuit. 


And in another Elegy to one of his Friends, 


 Inſcia quod crimen viderunt lumina pleQtor, 
_ Peccatumg; oculos eſt habuiſſe meos. 


And conſtantly profeſſes his Offence to have 
been a Crime of Errour and Chance, not of 
Malice, though he owns that he could not totam 
defendere culpam , which perhaps might be by 
Contributing to the Occaſion or Revealing of it 
afterwards. And as he never mentions Livia, 
Put with the higheſt Reſpeft and Praiſe of her 

gi | Modeſty, 
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| Modeſty, ſo he ſo earneſtly preſſes his Lady that 
he even ſeems to take it unkindly from her, that 
ſhe did not overcome her Fears to addreſs her- 
ſelf to the Empreſs for him, giving her withal 
that particular caution not to mention his 
Offence, in her Petition ; that we cannot but 
conclude that ſhe was the cauſe of his Baniſh- 
ment. Beſides, had his Crime been any thing 
elſe, why ſhould his Hopes leave him when Au- 
guſtus left the World 2 why was he not called 
home ( for he lived a Tear or more after ) by 
his Succeſſour Tiberms 2 Certainly the Media- 
tion of ſo many powerful Friends, and ſome of 
them ſo much in Favour with the Emperour, 
would have prevailed upon him at a time, when 
he made it his Chief Study to oblige all, and 
court the People into a belief of his Lenity, by 
covering his cruel and vitious Diſpoſition with a 
veil of Clemency; had not the no leſs Imperious 
then Politick Livia interpoſed her Authority, 
who at the beginning of his Reign ruled him 
' more than he did the Empire ; though it af- 
terwards brought her into his Disfavour, and 
bred a publick Difference betwixt them, as both 
Suetonius ' aud Tacitus ' have remarked un- 
#0 Us. 


P - 


But I need not give my Reader the Trouble 
of Diſcourſing it any farther, fince Mr. Drydens 
| finale 
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fingle Suffrage will be of more Wegght then all 
1 can produce to iy Confirmation of this O- 
Pinion, So that I ſhall Superſede the Labour 
of writing, any more upon this particular aſwel 
as giving my Opinion concerning Tranſlations in 
general, For the ſame Author hath ſo inge- 
viouſly diſt inguiſht- the ſeveral Species's of Tran- 
flation, and ſo judiciouſly allotted to every one 
their particular Praiſe and Charatter giving the 
Chief Palm to that which aflene deſerves it and 
can properly be termed Tranſlation that 1 dare 


wot preſume to add any thing of my own upon 
that Subjett, 


As for what concerns my ſelf in the enſuing Ver- 
fron 7 cannot pretend ro any thing, but that 17 
have been true and faithful to my Authors Senſe : 
and though I have drawn a veil before the too 
naked Beanties of ſome of thoſe Elegies in his A- 
mours, and in that to Auguſtus abridged the 
beginning, as no other than a kind of Preface to 
the reſt, and cut off the latter half of it as too 
Tedious for any to read but thoſe that. underſtand 
. the Language it was wrote in; yet in the reſt 7 
have turned them almoſt Line for Line, and as 
near as the Lanzuaze and my own Abilities would 
permit, in the ſame Stile and Expreſſion. I have 
likewiſe rendered ſome of them after both the other 
wales of Paraphraſe and Imitation , to ſhew the 

Reader, 


« 
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Reader, that 1 took not up this way,which is much 
more difficult, out of Neceſuty, but Blettion To 
theſe I have added alſo two of his Epiſtles with 
one written in Imitation of his, as from his Lan : 
not that I pretend to fo the Tranſlations 0 
thoſe Gentlemen that have performed it already, 
eſpecially that of Dido to Aneas, "but having ren- 
dered them in Verſe before I heayd of the other, 
and intending to beſtow that idle time I employed 
on theſe Elegies, in teaching more of them to ſpeak 
Engliſh, till I found my ſelf happily prevented by 
fo many better Pens, 7 was willing to let the World 
ſee them with th2 reſt. that thoſe who ſhall bind 
themſelves Apprentice to the Art of Tranſlation 
(as all ought to do that expett to arrive at any per- 
fedtion in Poetry) may by peruſing theſe ſeveral 
Copies ſee how the Original Senſe and thoughts of 
the Author may be preſerved entire, and yet dreſt 
in a different way and expreſſion in them all. 


The End therefore of Tranſlating theſe, has 
been firſk my own Improvement, in the Employ- 
ment of a few idle hours, 


. Cum bene quzſieris quid agam, magis utile 
nil eſt, 


Artibus his quz nil utilitatis habent. 


The Publiſhing of them , the Benefit and Delight 


of 
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of others; and if any of my Acquaintance ſhall reap 
either Profit or Pleaſure by, them, I ſhall receive 
no leſs Satufaition then if they knew who had 
obliged them with the unknown Preſent. Flows 
ever whoſe Candour ſhall either condemn or coms- 


mend, what is worthy of it, 


Jure tibi grates candide LeCtor ago, 


To you 
Readers, for both my Thanks are juſtly due. 


|-4- 
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"+6, Sog, and thy equalPd both my. | 
wee) yg Sa 20 | (Verſe and Mole: 
When ſtrait the GE ec Fob hope to require” me forts 

Stole one and made my Verſe a Foot to ſhort. 
Ah Tyrant-Boy thus to uſurp anathers "Throne ! 
"7 Poets hot thee but Phebes their God own. | 
Would'ſt thou thy ſelf warlike Minerua's reign approve, 


Tochange her Arms with the: fair Queen of Love? 
| HR Of 


2 Ovid's Elegzes. 
Or would it handſom in Dana be to yield 
Her Woods to Ceres, and go plough the F7eld 3 £32836 
Or for Apollo Brave great Minds with War t' inſpire ; 
And Stetn Mars ſing to his ſoft iotling Lyra? 
Thy empire's but too large thou power of Love, 
Andno new Conqueſt accd thy Realmimprove. - 
What though thou moving cub throughout the Worlds 
Haſtthou to Hikeon'a privateicliim ? © (whole Frame, 
Thou'lt fure take Phebus Lyre too as thou haſt done 
His ſcepter now is hardly ſafe for thine. —& (mine. 
When well on fix Feet my firſt ſtately verſe doth thrive , 
Thou cur'ſt off one, and mak'ſt it half on five. 
Nor wilt thou let me any better ſubjea-chule, - 
Than' ſome ſoft Maid as gentle as my Muſe. 
Thus I complain'diwhen! the dear 'T'yraqt of my Heart 
From's golden Quiver drew a fatal Dart : 
And cry*d, as ſurely as this Shaft thy Breaſt doth pierce, 
Thou never ſhalt want. matter for thy Verſe. 
Ah me ! His Bow and words were both tod ſure I prove, 
My melting heart now flames all o're with Love+-. 
Then farewel noble Wars and alt Heroick Things ; ; {1 
- TItomy Subject now.mult tune my 1ngs. 
And weave for my unfcebled Muſe a My le Crown, 
Whoſe verſe renceforth but on five Feet ſhall run. 
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ELEGY IT. 


To Appeaſe his Miſtreſs whon he had truck. 


Ow I amp. ſober ſome good Friend come bind 
My hands ; whiPt I grow penitently kind. 
For ſure I was diſtrafted when I prov'd, 
So wild } abufe the charming Face I loy'd, 
I might as well in that mad fit of mine, 
Have ſtruck my Parents, or the Pow'rs Divine. 
As Godlike Aajx once his Wits did lofe. 
And ſtab'd meek bleating Lambs for his fierce Foes : 
Or mad Oreſtes, impioully good, 
Reveng'd his Fathers in his Mothers blood ; 
So did wy rude hands vialate ber Dreſs ; 
And made her pretty an unhandſomneſs. 
For even then ſhe laok'd divinely fair ; 
Her looſe diſheyel'd Trefles did appear C 
Like bright 4:lantas chaſing the ſwift Deer. 
Or Beauteous Ariadnes when ſhe ſtood 4 
To eye falſe Theſeus on the Hying Flood. 4 
Such was Caſſaxdra's too, or not ſo fair.; -"_ 
When ſacred Filletsty*'d her golden Haar. 


+ | Yet though prov'd thus barb'rous and unkmd, 
She only by her filence ſpoke her mind. 
And with her looks arraign'd my ſtrange Offence, 


: "Then brought her Tears in for the Evidence, 
| B 3 Ah#- 


wm. 
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A a Megjer, 
Ah ! ! would that I had loſt my impious Hands 
Efre they perform'd my angers baſe commands. 

Would from my Shoulders they had drop'd before, 
Her lovely golden Hair I rudely tore. 

But ſince my facrilegious rage they ſery'd, 
They ſhall be manicl'd as they have deſery'd. 
The meaneſt Citizen affronted fo, 

Would not have let my Crime unpuniſh'd 90. 
But ſtrait abridg'd my hands their liberty : 

And ſhall my. Miſtreſs have leſs right than he ? 
Raſh Diomedes was the firſt did dare 

To ſtrike a Goddeſs ; I the ſecond were, 

Yet he was more to be excus'd than I ; 

Who ftruck my Friend, he but hs "al 


Oh then with Laurel bind my conqurring Brows, 
WhiPft I in triumph ride to pay my Vows. 
Let the ſoft Captive t@adorn the Show 
Before my Chariot humbly fetter'd go, 
With heavy looks and ſad diſhevel'd Hair ; 
And Checks, but for my blows, divinely fair. 
Whilſt the glad Crowds reſound my conqu'ring Name ; 
: Lo him, that a poor feeble Maid ofrecame ! 
| Such as ſoft prefling Kiffes ſhould alone, 
| Her flowing Blood into a Bluſh have drawn. 
Whoſe tender Neck no other bruiſe ſhoyld prove, #7 
Bur the kind liv'ry of too eager Love. | 
Yet if my paſſion needs a vent muſt find ; 
"That like a haſty torrent {well'd my «cy 
'T had been enough ſome few barſh words t* have fabde 
.f 00 bevy! blows tor a ſqft 1 tender Maid. 


Or 
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Or to have tore her Gown and left her Breaſt 
Naked, and let her Girdle fave the reſt. 


But I hard-hearted man was noticontent, 
with ſo ingenious, mild a puniſhment. 
But with a barb'ruus rage tore off thar Hair, 
And ſtruck the Cheeks that were fo charming fair. 
WhiPſt ſhe, poor ſoul, look'd like a living Death ; 
Or ſome pale Statue, that wants only Breath. | 
And as the Air tun'd to a.gentle Breez, | 
Dances the Quav*ring-Leaves of Popular [Trees ; 1 ' 
Or hollow Reeds quake when they feel the Wind; 
Fear ſhook her trembling Body to her mind. 
Till foft unwilling Showrs fell down apace, 
And dropt like melting Snow from her white Face. 
My Heart trait knew its guilt by its kind pain; 
And told thoſe Tears in drops of Blood again. 
But at her injur'd Feet whilſt I difye: 
And kindly paenitent for pardon cry ; | 
She with too juſt diſdain ſtill put me by, | 
Ah cruel fair do but forgive my crime; oy A 
And print thy anger-qn this Face of mine, 4 
' In far worſe Char'Sters than I did on thine. 
Tear off my hair; pull forth theſe partial Eies, 
That did fo ill thy charming beauty prize. 
Whilſt I thy joyful Martyr gladly bow: 
And kiſs the dear white Hands that make me ſo.;: . 
And leſt the ſigns of my Offence remain, 7 
My angry Fair go dreſs thy ſelf again. .. F- 
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ELEGY III. 


Why he writes of his Amours rather than 
the Giants Wars. % 


Too write theſe, that my own fins proclaim ; 
Vainglorious 'Trumpet to my wanton ſhame. 

You thatare grave read not my youthful Rimes ; 

vy Your Tragick Faces fit not my ſoft Lines. 
But ſuch kind Maids as melt in their Loves Arms, + 
And unexperienc'd Youths in- Ladies Charms: 
With thoſe who once the ſelf ſame Wounds did prove 
And know the old tracks of their bleeding Love. 
Who reading mine ſhall own their former Flame, 
And think that I havethere deſcrib'd the ſame. 
Remember they had ſuch a pleaſing pain; 
Juſt ſo.they died and fo they liv'd again. 


Once I the Wars of Heaven did eflay , 
'Fhe Gods and Giants battels to diſplay. 
How Hills on Hills they towr'd; and did tell , 
How the great Hundred-handed Giant fell. 
Jove and his Thunder in my hands then were; 
which he ſo well did for his Heaven bear. 
When ſtrait my Miſtreſs ſhut her doors, and I 
Let fall my Thunder, and did proftrate lye. 
Pardon me Fove, if I thy arms reſign; 
My Miſtreſs Bolts haye far more pow'r than thine} 


And«. 
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And I muſt try her hatdn'd Doors to pierce' 
With my ſoft native Weapons, eaſy Verſe. ! 
Whichoft hath ſtopt the Sun in his Carreer ; 
And liſPaing Moon its charming notes to hear. 
Drave back a rapid Rivers murm'ring Tide ; 
And humbled the fierce Setpents hifling Pride. 
To open locks too, Verſe hath pow'rful Charms, 
And let poor Lovers to'their Miftrefs Arms. 


What doth it me avail, to write in vain, 
Of Swift Achilles, or Great Ajax \trein? 
To tongue my words and Noble HeQor praiſe: 
Or Trophies to Ulyſſes labours raiſe ?, 
But when'I praiſe -a-handſom Lady, ſhe 
Oft gives her ſelf to be the Poets fee. 
And fince I have ſo tempting a reward, ' 
Such Heroes fancied deeds Ile nere' regard. 
Young Ladies chen.let me your Fayar proye, 
And only my ſoft Verſe, as I you love. 


ELEGY IV. 
To Grxcinus. 


That he loved two at the ſame time. 


Well remember midſt my pleaſing pain, ws" 
Whenthou didſt this falſe Paradox maintain 


That One could nere two Miſtreſſes adore : 
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I love two now: both: dear Twins of-my Heart; + 
Nor know I which deſerves the greateſt part, 
This ſeems moſt Beautiful, and that-moſt F alr ; 
This pleaſes beſt, yet-that's my greateſt Care. | 
This takes me with her Eyes and ſprightly dreſs ;; 
The other moves me too with both no leſs. 
So that my Bark by diff'rent Winds is toſt, 
And one Flame by another kindly croſt. | 
Why Cupid ſhouldſt thou load me thus with Love: ; 
Was not one Miſtreſs miſery enough {i 
Thou might as wel} add Leaves to the green Trees 
Or Stars to th” Skies and Waves unto the Seas. | 
Yet I had rather ſo than not at all' | 
To love ; may that curſe on my'En'myes fall! 
May thoſe that hate me love to 1ye'alone ; 
And all thoſe ſoft delights be ſtill'unknown. - 
But let me to the full thoſe pleaſures prove | 
Pleaſures that only ſuit with Night and. Love, 211 
And if one Miſtreſs ſervice cannot do, ; 
To break my Heart, let me then die byn twou 
How happy is thar Breaſt in its kinds ſmart, | 
Which Fate ſhall pierce with' Loves dear cruel Dart / 
With noble Death let this man Þuya name; 
And write in Blood the Annals of his Fame. | 
Another ride to fetch the Indies 'home 5 6.4 
And make the Waves he liv'd upon his Tomb: | 
But, oh ye Gods! if) you will grafir my wiſh, > ' 
Ler me breath forth my Soul in Lbves ſweet 100 4 


Fhat ſo my Friends when they my end #halb ſee 759 1 
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ELEGY YV. 
Paraphrasd. 


On his Miſtreſs going to Sea. 


He firſt bold Ship that everplough'd the Main 
Came laden back with Golden-Fleece again. 

Had that but pay'd the price of its new fin ; 

And to the reſt a juſt example bin :” 

Corinna, my far richer Prize would be, 

Lockt in her Lovers Arms, and ſafe with me. 

But, ah ! The falſe ſmiles of the flattring Sea, 
Prevail, and court my Miſtreſs now away. 

Yet turn Dear Fugitive, and fafe incline, 

Thy yeelding Heart, to the kind pray*rs of mine, 
Whilſt I pour forth my mind in to thy ears ; 

And tell thy dangers to thee with my tears. 

See the kind Bark*s unwilling to receive thee ; 

And dances back as if it fain would leave thee. 
'The Silver Tears drop from the weeping Oars, 

To row thee off unkindly from the Shores. 

And though the 'Seas have calm'd their looks to meer 
So faira Gueſt, and ſmiling kiſs thy Feet; | 
When they have till'd thee from the diſtant Shore, 
They'l ſtrait begin to ſhew their faithleſs pow'r. 
And from th* e£o/ian Hills the Winds ſet free, 


To raiſe up greater Mountains on the Sea. 
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Strait all the Waves will, with a fadden Tide , 

In fury after one another ride. 

And gallop ore the Main, ro overtake 

Thy Ship, and force it in ſome diſmal wrack. 

The Heay*ns will grow wrath too to ſee thee there , 
Shining upon the Deep like a bright Star. 

And pour down ſuch new Seas, as if they meant 

'To raiſe thee that way to their Firmament : 

Whilſt the fierce Sea leſt it ſhould loſe its Prize , 
Attacques the Ship and ev*ry cement tries. 

Batters it round with rough Artillerie, 

To make a breach and come ar laſt to thee. 

And the poor Bark that ev'ry Billow ſcales, 

Leaps up and down from Hills to watry Dales. 

\ Bounds headlong ore the reſtleſs Floud, and tryes 
To haſten on the ruin which it flyes. 


For now pale Deaths riſe from ſome fatal ſtrand : 
And viſible in horrid colours ſtand. 
One looks tow*rd thee and not content to ſee 
"Thy ſingle fate, paints it with miſeric. 
Sets in a charmung ſeries to thy ſight, 
All that did ever yet thy ſoul dehghr. 
Thy Friends thy Countrey, and the Joys of Rome, 
And. laſt dath thy poor dying Ovid come. 
Who did by ſtrange connexion in thee live, 


And cannot if he would thy Fate ſurvive, . 
When he in theſe Memoirs hath dipt his Dart: 
And ſhew'd thee what it.is from all to part ; 
Hee'l ſlick the bitter Shaft in thy ſweet Breaſt ; 
And make thy ſoft Limbs ſome rough Fiſhes Feaſt. 
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Ah then, my Deareſt, ere it be to late, 
Fly to my Arms,and there avoid thy Fate. 
Ile ſhow thee Death in far more pleaſing forms, 


And wreck thy Soul in Loves delightful ſtorms. 


But thou art now as deaf to my kind pray'r, 
As ſtrait the Seas, will be to thine I fear. 


Then by thy preſence ſince thou art content, . 
To make the Sea, the richeſt Element : 

Ple praiſes of my Accuſations make, 

And court it toa Calm for thy Dear fake. 


Thou Silver Floud that with a winding maze, 
Lockſt up the Earth within thy kind embrace: 
And like a tender Mother giv'ſt it Food ; 
Sending through all its Veins thy flowing Bload ; 
Receive my Dear Corinna, with a Face, 

As ſmooth and ſweet as ever Natures was. 

Lay by your ſullen Countenance a while , 

And look on her until you learn to ſmile. 

Let each good. Sirex with her Charming voice , 
Kind Galatea and the reſt rejoyce, ' 

'To meet a Goddeſs far more bright than they ; 
The Fair Inhabitants of the Silver Sea. 

Let Sounding Tritons play and Sea-Nympbs fing ; 
And ſportive Dolphins make an Amiroms Ring, 
About her Ship, whilſt Proteus Scaly Sheep 
Flock round from all the Liquid Roads oth' Deep, 
To meet in Triumph and Dance round the place, 
Toth? vieble'Muſick of her Charming Face. 
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Let no Rough, Angry Billow dare to frown, 

But kiſs her Feet, and there in peace lye down. 
And ſoft as Lovers Breath the gentle Gales, 
Whiſper a Paflage to the pregnant Sails : 

And tune them ſoftly as ſhe rides along, : 
To make the Ship dance to their pleaſing ſong. 


Thus in your liquid Countrey while you keep , 
And welcom my bright Miſtreſs on the Deep: 

With kind inviting looks her paſſage Court , 

And bring ber back Safe to the joyful Port; 

YouPl find a Lover there with eager Charms, 
Stand ready to receive her in his Arms. 

And with a thouſand melting Amwroxs Kifles, 

Soft Tears, ſhort Sighs, and kind diforder'd Wiſhes ; 
Welcom her to the Shore, whoſe cheerful Eyes 
Have freed my Soul from Seas of Miſeries. 

And made thoſe Ages I endur'd of pain , 

*T'wixt Hopes and Fears till ſhe came back again; 

; Seem ſhorter than this Minutes one delight ; 
That gryes me back her Dear, her Welcom ſight. 
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- /Or ſuch a burthen thou needſt Fear to wear. 


ELEGY VI. 
To his Miſtreſs with a Ring. 


"" O happy Emblem of my conſtant Heart, 
Claſp in thy Golden Arms the ſmalleſt Part, 

Of that Dear Whole, thy Maſter ſhould embrace ; 
Were ſhe as kind and willing as her Face. 
Mayſt thou fic her as well as ſhe would me, 
And with that Part as I with all agree. 
When thou arriv*ſt at her Fair Hand ſhee'l take , 
Thee kindly up, and kiſs thee for my fake: 
Ah how I envy now ey*n what I make! 
And wiſh I could, by ſome ſtrange Art, become 
My own bright Gift, and be in its bleſt Room ? 
Then when my Miſtreſs Hand ſhould ſteal into 
Her naked Boſom ſoft and white as Snow ; 
Pde off the Finger ſlide I kindly preft , 
And melting lye on her Warm, Tender Breaſt. 
And when her ſecret Letters ſhe would ſeal 
(So they be none but ſuch as I like well; ) 
ThatI the better off the Wax may lip, 
I firſt muſt taſt the Nectar of her Lip. 
If to her Pocket ſhe would me prefer + | 
Ple kindly preſs her Hand and hold it there. 


Nor ſhall I be any Diſgrace My Dear ; 


And when thou bath'ſt thy ſelf, Oh ! let me ride , 
On thy ſoft Finger through the wanton Tide. 

But ah ! ſhould I thy naked Beauty ſee, 

I ſute ſhould wiſh apain my ſelf to be, 

Alas! In Vain I fancy ſuch a Bliſs; 

Then take my Heart ( My Dear) and with it This. 


ht 


ELEGY VII. 


To his Miſtreſs, to invjte her into 
the Countrey. 


Ulmo the ſmall, but healthful ſeat 34y Dear , 
Courts thee'to come, and ſtill detains me here. 
Where though the Sun in all his Burning pride, 
Inflam'd with Seirious rage doth ſcorching ride ; 
The tender Soil with a ſoft native Dew, 
| Sweats forth green Herbs , and Weeps before the Plow, 
Fair Purple Vines the Fruitful Fields adorn, 
Green-berry'd Olives, and rich Golden Corn. 
Whilſt moiſtare melts into the Earths embrace 
Under green Coverletsof freſheſt Grafs. 
Yet all this Beauty is like yours unkind , 
And yields no pleafure to a Love-ſick mind: 
, Whilſt my Flame's abſent; ah, how I miſtake ! 
Not thar it 1s ſo, but ſhe doth jt make. 


, That ſucks in Ships, and ſwallows them whole down. 


| And would Fove place me in his Starry Sphere, 
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I ſhould refuſe unlefs that thou wert there. 


May then their Souls with the ſame Fare be curſt, 
Of Wandring ſtill, that found out High-ways firlt ! 
Or if they needs remoter Parts muſt know, 

They ſhould have taught our Miſtreſles to go 6 
With their poor dying, baniſht Lovers too. 

Then o're the craggy Alps though I ſhould paſs, 

They would ſeem ſmooth and pleafant as thy Face. 

With thee I could a Billows back beſtride ; 

And ſmile on Death as I to Ruin ride. 

Or in thy Company by Scylla ſteer ; 

And on Malea fail withour a Fear. 

Nor ſhould I dread Charybdis Gulf would drown ; 


Or if herce Neptune ere ſhould caſt away 

Our Ship, and Gods that guard it on his Sea ; 
Caſt but thy Arms about my Neck, and proud, 
Of the ſweet load, Ple ſtem the Silyer-Floud: 
And-like kind Hero make my Arms my Oars 
To row my Dear freight to the diſtant Shores. 


But here though Vines bend with their luſty pride 
Soft purling ſtreams along the Meadows glide : 
Whoſe Tide the Husbandman with Grateful pains 
Turns through the Fields and fills its Artful Veins: 
Whilſt the green, Trees talk with the Summer Gales; 
And to each other Whiſper their ſoft Tales ; 
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Yet without thee all theſe no Pleaſures yield; 
And pleaſant Sulmo looks like ſome rough Field, 
Of the green painted Britains Northern Iſle, 
Or horrid Deſarts of a Barren Soil. 
Here too the E/mthat Loves, enjoys its Vine ; 
But, I alas! cannot do ſo by mine. 
Though you did ſwear by what you priz'd moſt Dear, 
Theſe Eyes of mine ere this you would be here. | 
But Ladies empty promiſes I find 
Are light as new fal'n Leaves that ride the Wind. 
Yet if thou car'ſt either for them or me, 
Oh make thy Deeds and Words at laſt agree ! 
And in thy Winged Chariot get and ſteer, 
The ſwift foot Horſe to bring thee quickly here. 
And you Proud Hills, that ſhall my Miſtreſs meet, 
Stoup down into a Plain and kiſs her Feet. 
And winding Vales ſhow her no hind'ring Maze; 
But ſend her quickly to my kind Embrace. 


<< 
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ELEGY VIII 


To Macer, why he writes of Love. 


Hilſt brave Achilles deeds are done Apgen , 

Inverſe ( Dear Macer ) by thy Noble Pen; 
I lye and languiſh in a Myrtle Grove, 
And only write of the ſoft Wars of Love. 


Yet 
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Yet I too have effay'd oft to grow wiſe; 
And try'd my Miſtreſs Favours to deſpiſe. 
But whenT bid her Leave me, with a Frown 

' She'd ſmiling come, and in my lap fit down - 
And when I gravely told her'of my ſhame ; AJ 
And that to keep'her"T'had toſt my Fame : 
She'd ſigh, and worth” a'Kinpdom'drop a Tear; 
And cry, Is it a ſhame'to love, my Dear? -— 
Then round my Neck her melting white Arms tay; LIE 
Till ſhe had kift my Virtue quite away. © -- 9 9N ns 

/- The thoughts of all ſtrange Hero's overcome ; 

I write my own 'Domeſtick Wars at home 4 +? 

And yet I once ftole-ſo much Wit /From thoſe, 

As did a Tragedy not ill compoſe. 

But C#pid on the Stage my Muſe did meer, nag—it 

With her grave Cloak, and Busking on her Feet, 

And ſmul'd to think hokw preftily her Hand, 

Wirth as foft looks a Scepter would command. 

But hence my Miftreſs ſoon her Poerdrey , 

And triumpht o're her young Tragcedian too, 


| b 


What then I nay, I write of gentle Love * 3 
And by experierice: my. own Doctrine prove. 4 
| Or elſe I ſhew: Pentlope's: halt Fears 41. - JLOIGY | 
And ſend to falſe: Demophaon Phylhs Tears. v7: 
Or paint poor dying Squls'to Mararexs ;. ' TRL 
Ingrateful 7aſen, and! Hippotytus. :. : 
Make Helen Kind as ſhe was Fir; and th, 
The melting words ShDido ere ſhe felk'- 
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And ſet Soft Sapphe 40 her melting 'Lyre, 
With dying flamgs hey Phgon, tn wipire, 

All which my. Neas Sabines had oflay'd. 

To imitate, and grateful anſwers made. 

Nor doth thy Myfe diſdain with noble Arms, 
To mix ſometimes the pow'r of Loves ſoft Charms. 
And to thy brave Ackilles deeds doth joine 
Heart-ſtealing Paris and fair Helens crime. 
Shews how Laedamia dy'd to prove 

She priz'd her Life leſs than her dearey Love. 
And if I know thee well, thou tak'ft delight 
Of ſuch fair Ladies more than Arms to write; 
And in their Camp bad zather learn to faght, 
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To his . Rpval, to look more ditieialy 
to his Wife. 


F in thy Wife thou do'ſt no pleaſure take , 

Poor eaſy Man, yet guard her for. my ſake. 
Forbidden Fruit doth moſt delightour Taft: 
Where Love grows I-vful Lovers ſtraight go Chaſh 
Tis Hopes and Fears'that heighten all Laves Joys; *'| 
And ne're to be deni'd thoſe Hopes deſtroys. (61 
As chance thaes lucky flill brings no Delight , 
So what's permitted ſtirs no Appetite. - 
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This my Corinna knew, and found the Art 
Teengage my Love and fix my Wand'ring Heart. 
Oft would ſhe keep her Chamber as not well, 
And ſet ſad Out-guards the feign'd News to tell. 
Oft Scruples ſeem'd to have, and Conſcience made, 
To practice longer the Vile Wanton,/T rade. 
*Till ſhe had ſer my cager Heart on fire , 
And then ſhe yielded ſtraight to my deſre. 
Gods! with what Words and Kifles then ſhe'd woo me; 
And cry, Thou only haſt the Pow'r Cundo me ? 
Do thou the like, that with thoſe Eyes of thine 
Haſt lately pradtisd a ſoft Theft on mine. 
And let me freez in the cold Wititer-nights, 
Before thy Doors in Hopes of thoſe delights. 
So ſhall my Love fed with ſuch temp rite Food, 
Grow ſtrong and healtliful; of Completion good. 
For Fove himſelf 4 Lover ne're had bit, 


To go both ways asto a Beaſt a-kin, 

And guarded Danat, had it been no fin. 

What's lawful pleaſes not, but what's unfit: 

And that, that's moſt forbidden, ſeems moſt ſweet 5 
She then that her kind Servant moſt denies 

Will longeſt keep the conqueſt of her Eyes. 

But why do I teach them to tyrannize ? 


Yet thou, Dull Man, that to thy own diſgrace, 
Thinkſt thy Wives Mind as ſpotleſs as her Face: 
Truſt not too much to Sacred Nuptial-Rites ;; 
But lodk more cloſely to thy Doors anights. 
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See who *tis ſteals thoſe midnight Knocks at gate; 
And Who they are the Dogs bark at fo late. 

Ask why thy Lady ſomerimes is alone : 

And where her Maid's fo oft with-Letters gone. 
With jealous Eyes note ev*'ry Look and Smile: 
Then to deceive thee *rwould be worth the while. 
Now I as well can ſteal Sands from the Sea, 

As take delight to ſcorn ſuch Fools as thee. 
Wherefore I warn thee, watch thy Wife, or ſhe 
No longer ſhall my eaſy Miſtrefs be. 

] have been patient long, and hbp'd at laſt 
Thy Jealouſy might give our Love ſome Tall. 
But thou art ſtill ſo dull our Thefts to find ; 
Thy Horns grow in thy Eyes and make thee Blind : 
And I can be no mare where thou *rt ſo kind. 
Muſt I unhappily find Entrance till ; 

And no oppoſure to ſer off my Skill ? 

-Wilt thou do nothing, that I may have cauſe 


Tocurſe and damn thee for thy jealous Laws ? 
But make thy Kindneſs Paxder to our Joy: 
And by thy Eaſineſs my Bliſs deftroy. 

'Then ſeek thy wanton Wife ſome new Gallant, 
"That loves ſuch Patience ro ſupply thy Want. 
Or if thou 'lt have me any longer be 
Thy Rival,then thou muſt forbid it me. 
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ELEGY: X. 
On. his perjur'd Miſtreſs. = Al 


An I believe that there are Gods above, 
When ſhe 's ill Fair,that was ſo falſe in Love ? 

Her golden Locks though ſhe be faithleſs grown , 
As comely flow her perjur'd Neck a-down. 
Her Cheeks like Lilies mixt with Roſes were ; 
Still the ſame Red bluſhes through that ſweer Fair. 
Her ſprightly Eyes ſtill dart delightful Fire ; 
Whoſe light ſhe wiſht might with her Flame expire. 
Her Body's ſlender, and her Foot as treight, 
And ſmall as Trogs, before ſhe knew deceit. 
For ſtill the Gods, as if they lov'd them too, 
Let ſuch fair Perjurers unpuniſh'd go. 
By hers ſhe lately a falſe Vow did make , 
And by my Eyes ; ſtraight mine began to ake. 
Why, Heavens, ſhould you wink at her Offence, 
And puniſh my Believing Innocence ? 
Ev'n fo you let the fair Cepheian Mayd 
Be for her Parents fault to death betray?d. 
Was *c not enough ſhe ſhould unpuniſh*d go, 
Both for Deceiving me, and Mocking you? 

' But you for her muſt Martyr too my Eyes, 

" -| And make the wrong'd th* Injurers Sacrifice ? 


® 


Either 
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Either a God is but an empty Name; 
Devis'd to keep the cred*lous People tame : 
Or if there be Gods, they are ſure too kind 
To ſuch fair Maids, and bright Eyes make them Blind.” 
Whilſt for poor Men, if we chance to forſwear , 
Straight angry ove his Thunder doth prepare. 
Ot Mars his Sword we're forc'd to live in Fear ; 
Apollo's Arrows, and Bellona's Spear. 
Whilſt they, as if they fear'd fair Women more 
Than they do them, their Beauties do adore. 


Who then to offer Incenſe would take care ? 
Or why ſhould Men leſs than weak Women date? 


Tove with ſure Thunderbolts an Oak can fplit; 
But perjur*'d Maids on purpoſe ne're can hit : 
Who merit moſt ; and yet they all but ſhe , 


That leaſt deſerv'd it, Semele, ſcape free. 
Whom he beheld in's fierce Embraces ſlain; 
And bore the burthen of her Womb, and pain. 
But why do againſt the Gods repine ? 

They too have Eyes and Hearts as ſoft as mine. 
And were I one, I too would be as kind : : 
A handſom Womans ſight ſhould make me blind, 
I'de ſwear that they Swore true, be *t what it will, 
And plead their cauſe though it were ne're ſo ll. 
But thou my perjur*d Fair, that Pow”r reſign : 
Or with thy Eyes forbear to Dazzle-mine. 


ELEGY 


j of His Amonrs. 


ELEGY XI. 


Of Painting. 


Ome learn of me, Young Ladies, what nice care 
Becomes you ſtill to keep your Faces fair. 
Nor fear that you ſhould be arraign'd for pride ; 
Although by Art Natures defe&ts you hide. 
"T's that we ſee thatcultivates the Earth; 
Gives biting briars their Death, and Corn its Birth: 
Sweetens the knotty Crab-T'rees ſour Blood ; 
And grafts adopted Fruit that's fit for Food. 
The Rooms we ſleep in now by Art are made : 
The Roofs with Gold, and Floors with Marble laid. 
Our Cloaths are dipt in the Proud Tyrian dye: 
And meats ſerv'd up in fplitted Ivory. 


Perhaps in Tati:s Days when Rome begun, 
The Sabin Marroas that their own Cloaths ſpun ; 
Folded the Flocks which their tann'd Daughters fed : 
Could lay a Fire themſelves, and make a bed ; 
The freckled Maids then thought ut no diſgrace 
To cultivate their Land before theig Face. 
And took more care:thair Fathers ground t' improve, 
Than to ſer-off their hamely falves. for Love. 
Bur you, Young Ladies, now are bred, and borr, 
More tenderly, and ſeek your ſelyes t' adorn. 


SSL - You 
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You loye embroider'd Petticoats to wear ; 
To braid your Locks and curl your frizled Hair. 
With pendant Pearls your bord Ears to indue: 
And think it a great Burden to wear two. 
Your ſoft white Hands, and tender Necks are dreſt 
With ſparkling Stones, brought from the ſhining Eaſt. 
Nor are you to be blam'd for this ; ſince now 
Men are no leſs effceminate than you. 
So gay, ſo ſoft their Drefs, that one would ſwear, 
To ſeea Marriage now, both Women were: 
Nor is there any Rvom for the new Bride: 


T” improve her Hugband i in his modiſh Pride. 


But *tis commendable in you to take 
Thoſe Eyes, where you a Conqueſt mean to make. 
Or elſe, we'll charitably not judge right : "Ps 
You dreſs your ſelves but. for your bwa delight. -: ,. -, Nl 
Or fair Encomiums on your looks to hear: Far - 
For what's more Charming to a Ladies ear ?: ' 
Nor is it ſtrange you ſhould be touch't with Praiſe, _ '! 
That makes the dumb vainglorious Peacock raiſe 6 
His:Starry Wheel ; and proudly og it- Gaze. 
Yet better fo to uſe thoſe Am'rous Arts;:i; 


And pretty nets.to take your Servants heatts ; il 
Than give us Philtres, or with Magick Charms | | 
Conlkine us to the. Circles of your: Armge:» vt 77 rt of 
Or with bewitching Pouders rule our fare j  & 47 351k of 1 


And caule ſhort Love, and after laſting Hate; * «v3 


of Hi Troubles. 


Bur Ladies if you'le take my kind advice ; 
Which I can give now [don't ſee your Eyes. 
Let your Conditions be your greateſt Care ; 

For 1t 1s thoſe that make a Woman dear. 

Who on a Beauty his AﬀeRion caſts, 

Will love 'no longer than the Beauty laſts. 
Whilſt that Aﬀection only is ſecure, 

That's built on Virtue, and will ſtill endure. 
The time will come your Beauty muſt decay, 
When Age ſhall furrow up the painted Clay. 
And Grief to ſee your ſelves in your own Glaſs, 
Shall be another cauſe to ſpoil the Face. 

Then, then, the Power of Virtues Charms you'l prove 
And how good Humour ſtill may keep up Love. 


You then to whom Nature hath been ſo kind, 
To make your Faces Pictures of your Mind. | 
Still keep the bright Original moſt Far, 

Then let the Copy be your ſecond Care. 
Which how to varniſh when you ſteal to ſleep, 
Fle teach you, and its fading colours keep. 


Of Africk Barley cas'd out of the Hulls, 
White Vetches clean diveſted from their Shells, 
Of each take twice twelve Ounces, and to theſe, 
The Liquid Whites of ten new Eggs infuſe. 
Dry them ta hard Conſfiſtence in the Wind, , 
Then all together to fine Pouder grind. 


E 
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T'wo Ounces pulveris'd of Harts-horn, ſhed 

From off a Living Deers ripe mewing Head. 

All theſe together mixt in Pouder, clear 

And through a fine fierce fift, bur not too near, t 
Then add fx Cloves of the White Lillies root, 

Beat into Pouder fine as can be got. 

With Gum two Ounces ; Frankincenſe Divine, 

As much,and Liquid Honey, two times Wine. 

Who uſes this a while ſhall make her Face, 

As ſmooth as what ſhe ſees it in the Glaſs. 


k A 


OVIDS ELEGIES. 


The Second Book. 


Of bis Troubles. 


—_ 


ELEGES 
| Inftruflions to the Book he ſends 
to Rome. 


Ithout my envy go,Bleſt Book,to Rome, 
Where he, alas ! that ſends thee, ne're 
muſt come. r 


Let thy white Sheers theſe Lines dark mourning take, 
And like my Fortune, there appear in black. 

Nor ſhall thy Leaves in Tjrian Juice be dy'd, 

That Colour's never worn by Grief but Pride, 

Nor ſhall thy Title in Vermillion ſtand ; 


; Or tipt with Iv'ry ſooth the Readers Hand. 


Such Ornaments become the Fartunate, 


Bur be thou mindful of thy Authors Fate ; , 
| E 2 \ And 
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And go unpoliſht with thy Fore-head bare, 
And ragged Leaves like to diſhevel'd Hair. 
Nor be aſham'd Readers thy Blots ſhould ſee, 
They'le gueſs tears made them fincethau cam?ſt from me, 


Go then and in my Name falute Great Rome ; 
Where I at leaſt in thy Feet ſure may come. 
If any of thy Maſter mindful be, 
Shall boldly come, and kindly ask for me. 
Say not Pme well, although my Health I have, 
And keep that Life which Czſars Mercy gave. 
But if he more inquire, bid him read on, 
Leſt guilty Words by chance drop from thy Tongue, 
For his will mind him of my Crime ; whoſe ſhame ' 
Is ſpread as wide as are the Wings of Fame. 
Take not my part, although my Name they curſe, 
« For to defend an ill Thing makes it worle. 
Perhaps ſome one, that held my Preſence dear, 
May weeping read a Line, and drop a Tear; 
And wiſh that Ceſar were like him my Friend, 


That ſo my Fate might with his Anger end. _ _, 
Ah ! may he never, whoſoe're he be, 


 'That wiſhes this my Change of Fortune ſee. 
May his kind Pray*rs find out ſome God as kind, 


And change my bitter Doom with C2ſars Mind, 


But if they take thee for a Counterfeit, 
Becauſe thou art not like thy Parents wit. 
To prove thy Title let thy Judges be, 
Mov'd firſt to cajculate thy Nativity, 


of Fits Troubles. 
Verſe ſhould be form'd ſtill when the Mind is clearz 
In my Meridian nought but Clouds appear: 

And brooded under the ſoft Wings of Peace, 
Where mine are hatcht by Storms upon the Seas. 
Fear r$s my Muſe too of her Native reſt, 

The Swords drawn now 3 and now 'tis in my Breaſt. 
For ſtill each Line that I fit down Yindite, 

I expect the End in my own Blood to write. 

If they Judge right then, they'le applaud me more, 
For theſe, then for the beſt I wrote before. 

Whoſe nunyrous Troubles are enough to drein 
Homers deep Wit and ſpoil his Noble Vein. 

Laſtly ſecure'of Fame, thou needſt not fear, 

To prove harſh to thy Readers tuneful Ear. 

For though I once ſought to advance my Name, 
And fly to Heaven on the Wings of Fame. 

Since the falſe Goddeſs turn'd her Faithleſs Wheel, 
In human Praiſes I no Pleaſures feel. 

And hate my Verſes though I write them ſtill, 

As the dear Fatal Cauſe of all my Ill. 


ap 


Go thou that mayſt then for me Viſit Rome, 
(Ah would I could my ſelf my Book become ! ) 
And think not though «hou art a Stranger there, 

To be unknown when firſt thou ſhalt appear. 

Hadſt thou no Title, and ſhould'ſt tell them too, 
Thou art not mine, yet they thy Tongue would know. 
Steal ſoftly in then on thy Verſes Feet, 

That run now from the Praiſe they us'd to meet. 
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And if thou light on any graver Ele, 


Then when he ſees thou*rt mine ſhall throw thee by. 


Fell him he need not fear thou haſt the Art 
To teach him Love, and ſteal away his Heart. 


But thon perchance e're thou depart would'ſt know, | 


If to the Court: or Pallace thou mayſt go. 

No, pardon me, if I the Place ſtill dread, 

From whence the Thunder fell upon my Head. 

I know the Gods are Mild inhabit there, 

Bur thoſe that once have hurt me till I fear. 

So the ſoft Dove broke from the Hawks Command, 
-At ev*ry beat o'th* Air doth trembling ſtand. 

And Gentle Lambs retain their tender Fears, 

To view the Place from whence the Wolf appears. 
Even bold Phaeton were Walive would ſhun, 

 Fhe ll beg'd Chariot of the Glitt'ring Sun : 

I roo confeſs the Thunderer I fear, 

- Fhat ſtruck me once, and ſtill I think him near. 
Thoſe Greeks that ſcap*r the falſe Eubean Shore, 
Truſt their tora Ships to th* bright Decoy no more. 
And I muſt ſhun the Rocks where I eſpy 

The Runes of my Shipwrackt Fortune lye. 


Teach thy Harmonious Feet then to be wiſe, 
And only run before the GentrysEies. 
Leſt if to Great Mens Ears thou tune thy Strings, 
Thy Praiſe melt off like Ira too bold Wings. 
And yet *tis hard till thou comſt there to know, 
Whether to ſteer thy Courſe, or high, or low. 


of His Troubles. 


If thou fit Opportunity ſhalt find, 

The Empire Peaceful with Great Ceſars Mind. 
If any Friend that doth his Ear command, 

Shall introduce thee firſt to Kiſs his Hand; 

' Go boldly then, more happy far thea be 

That writes thee, and there paint my Miſery. 
Whoſe Fate is ſuch no Surgeon can be found, 

To heal my Grief, but he that gave the Wound. 
Bur left thou hurt. where thou ſhould'ſt cure, beware, 

(For Hope alas! is leſs with me than Fear.) 

By giving his juſt Anger greater hold, 

And ſo with deeper Wounds encreaſe the old. 


When thou ſhalt to my well known Lodgings come, 
And to the Cloſet go thy Studious Home. 
There ſhalt thou find thy Brothers on a Row, 
Whoſe Father in their Faces thou mayſt know. 
In open Light thou'lt find all of them fit, 
Their Faults and Titles in their Fore-heads writ. 
Save Three that teach to love, yet hate the Light, 
That lye behind and fly thy Conſcious Sight. 
Touch not with thine, be ſure their VWanton Sides, 
Burt call them baſe ingrateful Parricides. 
And as thou haſt any Reſpect for me, 
Though they ſhould teach thee love none of the 'Thres, 
There thoſe Fifteen ſnatcht from my dying Hand, 
That fing the Change of Shapes unchanged ſtand. 
Amongſt the various Stories they record, 
Bid them to enter this too of their Lord. 


Whole” . 
"= 
COERCE 
$6«. 4 
4.3 - 


Jz Ovid's Elegies 

Whoſe Smiling Fortune, with a Faithleſs Face, 

Turn'd off my Heay'n and -brought me Hell th? Placer 
Much more [ have to hang upon thy Tongue, 

But that I fear to keep the here too long. 

And ſhould'ſt thou carry all my Thoughts from me, 
The Meſſenger would never carry thee. 


Go, as thou art then and make haſt, 
"Tis far betwixt the firſt Part of the World and laſt. 


Sn Cm — 


ELEGY Il. 


On his Departure from Rome. 


Hen the ſad Image of that Fatal Night, 
That was my laſt in Rome diſtrafts my Sight, 
When I refle&t on my ſad Parting there, 
| Atthe Remembrance ſtill I drop a Tear. 
Me think I yet ſee when that Night was come, 
Thar was alas ! to be my laſt in Rowe. 
How I grew Careleſs then with too much Care, 
And nothing for my Journey could prepare. 
How no attendance for my Flight I choſe, 
And took no heed either for Coyn or Cloathes. 
Bur like one Thuader-ſtruck did filent go, | 
Thar liv'd, yet knew not wheth'r he ligd or no. 
But when this Cloud diffoly'd into ſofr Rain, 
.and.gave my Senſes leave to ſhine again ; 


of His TreuBles. 


Of parting Friends a fad kind Leave I take ; 

Who ſooner me than I could them forfake. 

Upon my Neck then. hung my mournful Bride : 
And kindly mixt with mine her ſofter Tide. - «is: 
My Daughter I to Africa had ſent , 

Poor Girl, and knew not of my Baniſhmenr, 

But now as if Vatrend my Funeral, 

With Tears and cries upon their Grief they call, 
Children, and Servants, and more tender Wife , 

” | Which ſhould Lament me moſt ſeem'd all at ſtrife. + 
Such when Greek Flames her fad Pride did deſtroy 
Was ſure the mourning Face of ruin'd Troy. 


* Soft ſilence now hid the Worlds buſy Face 
And the Pale Moon had run her Midnight Race. , - - \ 
Whoſe weak Light on the Capitol did ſhine : 
s | 7oves Houſe that was in vain fo near to mine. 
« Ye Neighb'ring Gods, ( I pray'd adoring low) 
© Before whoſe Altars I no more muſt bow : 
* And you great Guardian Deities of Rome, 
* Accept this Homage for the time to come. 
* And though I take this Santu*ry too late, 
*Grant your Acquittance to my Flight from hate, 
& Let C2ſar with your Eyes view my Offence, 
EAnd in my Ign'rance find my Innocence, 
;* So ſhall my Fault, and Puniſhment agree ; 
* And whien he's pleas'd I can't unhappy be. 
Thus with due Hopours, whilſt my Prayers I ſeal, 
My trembling Bride whoſe Sorrow rais'd her Z.cal : 
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Whilſt ſighs bore her Addreſſes to their Fars, 
Before whoſe Alrars fell her Knees and Tears; 
Did with their Juſtice piouſly complain , 

And made for me a thouſand Vows in vain. 


But nowthe Haſty Night unmaskt her Face, 
And ſlow Bootes chang'd his rifing Place. - 
Here * was I long ſtood doubting which to do, 
My Countreys Love or Czſars to forgo. | 
How oft to my Attendants did I ſay ; 

Know you not whence. you haſten me away? 
How oft alas! did I my ſelf deceive, 

And cry Pve ſure one hour good to live ? 
Thrice went I tothe 'Door, but thrice in vain, 
Love brib'd my Feet, and brought me in again. 
Ofrt took I Kifles as my parting due, | 

Then ſtaid a little and took Leave anew. 

Ofc thoſe-dear Pledges of our Love .and Pain, 


Call'd their Poor Fathers Greedy Eyes again. 


At length I cry'd, © Why ſhould I haſt away, 
** From Rome to Scythia,? both excuſe my ſtay ; 


«My loving Wife I never more ſhall ſee, | | 2 
* Nor the dear Ruines of my Family. 


* Thoſe Friends whoſe Souls were knit lo cloſe to HY 


* The ties of Blood could not more nearly join., ,. .. ., 
>) ['f i 


* Let me embrace them all then, while I may,, $a 


& And kindly improve each Minute of my ſtay. / 
Thus while our ſad Diſcourſe we dreſt.in Tears; ; 
'Th*ynwelcom Harbinger of Day appears, 


OO "of Hi Troubles * 
And now as if the Rack my Limbs ſhould tear; 
My Soul hung in ſad Pieces of Deſpair. 


And I me thoughts, like Priams Image, flood, 
Viewing Troys ruins in the Fiery Flood. 


When ſtrait an Outcry ſtruck the trembling Air 
With all the mourning Notes of ſad: Deſpair: 
Upon my Neck my Wife her kind Arms hung ; | 
Whilſt theſe ſad moving Wards fell from her Tongue; 


No, we will never part ; The hold thee here; 
Or if thou'k go, it ſhall be thas, my Dear. 

T will along with thee ( my Life) and be 

A poor ſad Burden to the Ship, and thee.? 
Stern Czfar bids thee go; and kind Love me: 
My Love ſhall then the Fuſter Czfar be. 


Thus did ſhe kindly make herlaſt Efſay , 
And for my Sake could ſcarce be forc'd to ſtay: 
But when ſhe ſaw me gone and paſt rehef, 
As to my Burial only dreſt with Grief ; 
She Fainting fell I hear upon the Ground, 
And loſt with me her Senſesin a Swoon. 
But when ſhe came back to her ſelf and Tears 
Whilſt ſome kind Hand her trembling Body rears z 
Oft call'd ſhe on her deareſt Exile*'s Name , 
Bewail'd her ſelf and me, but all in vain. 

+ And fain ſhe would to loſe her Senſe of Pain, 
And had but for my Sake there died again. 
Bur oh ! ſince Heav'ns no kinder Doom will give, 


Let her at leaſt my only Comfort live. 
| F 2 Spaft 
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Spare her Dear Lovely fanoberice to 66 !! ole 
A Succour in my Baniſhment to me. 


Mean timie the Keeper of bright Cherls his Wain, 
Uaharneſt his forbidden Team i'th* Main ; : 
Through the Ionian Waves our Courſe we ſteer , 
Againſt our Wills, but now grown bold by Fear. 
Burt ah! how ſoon the Seas change their mild Form, 
And-hke my Fortune ſtart into a Storm. 

The Watry Mountains with a ſudden Tide, ' 
Spring on the Ship, and beat her Painted Pride. 
The Sine wy Cordage makes its fearful Moans, ' 
And the kind Bark too at our Mis'ries Groans. 

Ev*n our. Bold Pilot now doth own his Fear, 
Reſigns his Helm,and lets the Tempeſt ſteer. 

As ſome weak Rider on a ſtubborn Horſe, 

That gives the Reins and lets him take his Courſe; 
Oar Sailor ſo his Skill and Ship relign'd 

To the Diſcretion of the Seas and Wind. 


And here and if the faithleſs Eaſtern Wind 
Had conſtant prov'd and in a Storm been kind, 
Leaving Myrium on the Southern Main, 

We had been thrown on 7taly again. 

But fince I muſt great Czſars Doom fulkill, 

Let the Seas learn of met? obey his Wall. 
*T'wixt Hopes and Fears to be thus kindly croſt, 

'The Storm's redoubled, and they both are loſt : 
But ſince I am forbid that Paradiſe, 

Let Cſar's Anger to wy Fate ſuffice, 


of His Zroubles. 
Ceaſe then ye Watry Pow'rs : you try if yain 
To caſt away a Shipwrackt-man again. 


ELEGY III. 


To his Friend that proved conſtant in 
Adverfity. 


H thou the Deareſt, Beſt, of Human Race, 


That with kind Arms my Miſery cou'dſt 
embrace : 


And with concern Equal unto thy own, 

For me didſt weep Sweet Dropping comfort down. 
And call'd my Soul from Death to eaſe its Grief, 
Where it was poſting for a fad Relief. 

Nor art thou Ign'rant by the kind marks here, 
To whom belongs this Friendly Character : 

That on my Mind hath drawn this laſting ſcroul ; 
Thws is not Ovids now, but his Friends Soul. 

For I in Gratitude muſt call it thine; 

Since but for thee it had not now been mine. 
And ſooner ſhall this Fleſh tro Aſhes burn, 

My Soul into its Ancient nothing turn ; 

Then T'le unmindful of thy Favours be , 

- Or loſe the Meni'ry of thy Piety. 

And to my Heart the beſt of Pray*rs Fle join ; 
That thou may never ſee a Change like mine. 
Ln Yer 
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Yet this one Bleſſing in my Fate I prove, 

To ſee more, clearly thy bright faithful Love: 
Perithons nere had Theſens Fully known ; 

Had he not living to the dead World gone. 

Pylades Faith *mongſt common Friendſhips lies ; 

Till Furies danc't before Oreſtes Eyes. 

And Ni{zs Story had no Charms to move, 

Till brave Euryalns wounds call'd on his Love. 
*'True Faith by Fortunes Darkneſs, proves its Light , 
| © As Gold comes from the Fire more pure and bright. 
« For while ſhe ſmiles and gives her Faithleſs Hand, 

** We all her Flatring Courtiers Hearts command. 

« Bur if ſhe frown, as ſhe*1 be ſure to do, 

*'The falſe Train yaniſh with her Favour too. 

This Knowledge from Antiquity did come, 

Now Fate hath brought the Application home, 

For through my Clouds but two or three Stars ſhine, 
*'The reſt were all my Fortunes Friends not mine. 


Let your ſmall Number than your Faith commend, 
And throw a Plank forth to your Shipwrackt Friend. 
Nor vainly fear the God, that ruin'd me, 
Should be offended at your Pity. 

Who to the Faithful doth ſuch Favour ſhow 7 
He even loves his Foes that till are ſo. 

Yet I as ſuch with his did never join, 

And only by my Folly made him mine 
Wherefore be diligent for me t' improvey 
Each kind Occaſion to regain. his Love. 
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And if you *d know what Mis'ries with me dwell, 
For want of it, tis more than I can tell. 
Pve born ſo many, they're grown numberleſs, 
Beyond the Sandy. Aruhmetick o'ch' Seas. 
More than a Lovers faith could ere believe ; 
And greater than, the largeſt Heart receive. 
So that the greateſt Part with me muſt fall 
Unknown; and would I could conceal them all, 
Had' a Breaſt of Braſs, as Laſting lungs, 
As Fame her ſelf hath, and as many Tongues; 


Yet ſhould I never though I nere give. ore, 
Tell all my Griefs but there would ſtill be more. 


All you that of Ulyſſes, Troubles write, 
To make it true ſet me inf his falſe Light, 
He through the Watry/Roads from Troy did come 
With joyful Conqueſt to his Lovely home. 
But I have meaſur'd the wide Ocean o're, 
And with the Stats et on the Worlds laſt Shore. 
He had a faithful Traint attend his Flight, 
But my once Dear Companions fled my fight, 
With Glorious Laurels he his Countrey ſought, 
And ruin'd I from mine arm baniſht brought; 
Nor mourn I-1chacs or Samos loſs, 
Whence to be abſent can be no great Croſs: 
But Rome the Gods Delight and Mortals Pride, 


Where the Worlds Empire flows in its full Tide, 


He had a Body too, hard as his Fate, 
IauegXd to Mis'ry ; mine Effeminate, 
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He had been us'd to th? Field and bred to fight , 
Where I was train'd to Love and ſoft Delight. 
Nor had I like to him a Goddeſs near, 

That in my Mis'ries a kind Part would bear. 

And where weak Neptune did againſt him ſtand. 

I feel the Weight of Foves Almighty Hand, 
Beſides, the great*ſt Part of his Troubles too 

Were feign'd ; but mine alas! are all too true. 
And though he wand'red long, his Dangers paſt, 
He came to his Defired home at laſt : 

Bur I my Countrey never more ſhall ſee ; 

Unleſs great Ceſar grow as kind as thee. 


p—  n———__———— 


ELEGY IV. 
To his Lady : 


He Lovely Lydas Eyes could never find 
A ſofter Empire in her Poets Mind : 
Nor could Philetas Heart more eager move, 
To Battis fam'd for Beauty and his Love. 
ThanlI ,my Dear, *ewixt Pain and Pleaſure dye, 
Each Time think of thee and bleeding lye. 
Who that I might thy Worthy Husband: prove, | 
. T ſhould have had lefs Mis'ry, not more Love. 


AlPs thine that is left of me, and | no leſs, | Fes z oi 


Thoy dear Prop of my falling Happineſs, 
; 


| 


ms 
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of His Troubles. 
Who by thy Love haſt undermin'd their Hate , 
That for the Ruines of my Shipwrack wait : 


As ſome fiercg Wolt the terrour of the Wood, 
Lurks at th* unguarded Stall, and thirſts for Blood; 
Or greedy Vulture hov*ring on the Wing, 
Diredts his Eye glad news of Prey to bring: 

So doth ſome begging Courtier lye in Wait, 

And had but for thy Care ſnatcht my Eſtate. 

But thov by Friends haſt ſprung that dang'rous mine; 
Whoſe Love I can requite with nought but thine: 
And ſet thy gallant Virtue on record, 

Atteſted by the Mis'ries of thy Lord. 

Whoſe Love and Conſtancy more bright appears, 
Than He&ors Lady's in her Noble Tears. 

Nor had Proteſilaus too kind Wie, 

Shewn more by Death than thou haft by thy Life. 
And hadſt thou ſuch a Muſe thy Faith to grace, 
Penelope'd ſtrive but for the ſecond Place. 


Where he that made thy Soul, 'theſe ſeeds did ſow 
Of Virtue, and their Roots in Nature grow : 
Or thy great Miſtreſs ſerv'd through thy whole Life, 
Gave thee the Pattern of a perfe&t Wite: 
And by her Converſation did. endear 
The Image to thy Soul; and fixt it there ; 
Thy Soaring Virtue to that height doth raiſe, 
'Tis far above the Reach of my low Praile. 
' | And were not all the Sinews of my Wirtz | 
' | Grown Slack with Grief, and for the Task unfit; 


& Thy 
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Thy Name amongſt the Heroines ſhould ſhine, 
Whoſe Face and Manners are ho leſs Divine. 
Howe're my Dear with ſuch Praiſe T can give, 
Thou ſhalt for ever in my Verſes live. 


A—— 


—— —_ > —— — 
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ELEGY V. 


To bis Friend that wore his Image on 
a Ring. 


H thou that doeſt my Lively Image wear, 
The Hatr'ring Ivy from my Temples Tear. . 
Thoſe gentle Wreaths become a happy Muſe, 
But I my Crown ſhould with my Fortune loſe. 
' And though thy Name be only underſtood, 

Thou knowſt whoſe Finger makes the'Futle good. 
Where thou my Image in the glitPring Gold, 
The only Face thou canſt, doeſt oft behold. 
Which when thy dropping Eyes perchance do. fee, 
Thou cry'ſ alas! How far*s he now from me ? 

Ah Lovely Faith ſince thou art pleas'd to view 
My Picture, read my Verſe thou *lt find the True: 
My Verſe that ſing the Loves of changing Forms, 

Torn from their growing Roots by ſudden Storms. 

: Which TI with others of that gentle Strain 

Threw in the Flames and chang'd them all again. 
 Andas Althea to reveng her Brother, 

Became a better Siſter than a Mother. 


Threw 
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Throw the Dear fatal Brand into the Fire ; 
And ſaw her Sons Life in its Flames expire : 
So I through Hate, or *cauſe the Verſes feet 
Did not as yet their full perfeCtion Meet ; 
My fun'ral Pile with thoſe Works raſhly crown, 
TH ingenious Web from my own Bowels ſpun. 


Bur fince they did their Authors Hate ſurvive ; 
And ſpread abroad in other Copies Live: 
May they my Labours, with my Mem'ry pay , 
And ſteal their Readers Idle Hours away. 
Yet who with Patience can thoſe Lines reherlſe, 
\ That run in's Ears with rough unpoliſh'd Verſe ? 
They're like an Embrio, only ripe for Scorn, 
That into th* World before its Time was born. 
So that I Pardon beg inſtead of Bayes, 
And not to be disdain'd ſhall be my Praiſe. 
As Prologue then to thoſe imperfeCt Lines, 
Write in the Frontiſpiece theſe Warning Rimes. 


*© Whoe're theſe Orphan-Volumes ſhall peruſe, 
« Ah entertain art leaſt my baniſh'c Muſe. 
*'To winthy Favour and excuſe my Shame ; 
*Know they were ſnatcht forth of my fun'ral Flame. 
Whoſe Fortune was before my Verſes done, 
Or elſe they both on better Feet had run, 
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ELEGY VI. 
To his inconſtant Friend. 


He Sun no more his Ancient Road ſhall know, 
| And murm'ring Streams back to their Fountains 


{ 


K \ . jt flow. 


Water ſhall Fire becom ; the Sky a Field; 
The Earth a Crop of ſhining Stars ſhall Yield 
Prepoſt rors Nature her old Laws forſake,' 
And the whole Tide o'th? World new Channels take : 
All things ſhall live and be, that ſeem to lye = 
Dead in a fate Impoſſibility, 
This I divine becauſe I am deceiy'd, 
By him whom moſt of all Men I believ'd. 
Ah Faithleſs Man ! could Fear thy Love ſubdue, 
To make thee perjur'd and forgetful too ? 
That thou ſhouldſt from me with my Fortune fall, 
And ne're come to attend my Funeral. 
The Sacred Name of Friendſhip bleeding lyes, 
Under thy Feet a Barb'rous Sacrifice. 
Was it ſo much to bring that ſmall Relief, 
And with a ſhew of kindneſs ſooth my Grief ? 
At leaſt to feign a few obliging Tears: 
And pour ſome falſe kind Words into my Eagy ? 

Or done no [eſs than Camymon People do, 

And with the reſt haye took thy laſk Adieu. 


1s 


of His Troubles. 
This many did, Friends only in my Grief, 


{| And with their Tears wiſht me a kind Relief, 


But our green Years did with our Friendſhip thrive, 
Who ſooner knew to love, than how to live. 

My Soul was then, not more my own, then thine : 
And thou hadſt not a thought, but what was mine. 
Both Hearts betimes in the ſame Sphere did move, 
And Rome was not the firſt Scene of our Love. 
But ah ! theſe Gentle Images are fled , 

Forth of thy Heart, and only in thy Head. 
Nor can think that thou wert born at Rome, 
(The Place where I alas! muſt never come; ) 
But on theſe Rocks, where Fate hath ſtrew'd my Bed, 
Or ſome rough Scythian Mountains frozen Head, 


— 
F 


Nature ſure drew thy Breaſt from ſeeds of Iron, 
And Veins of Flint thy harder Heart environ. 

Or ſome fell Tygreſs nurſt thy tender Youth, 
And both with Milk and Fierceneſs filld thy Mouth, 
Elſe thou hadſt not fo great a ſtranger been, 

Unto my Griets, and this Indi&tment ſeen. 

But fince *rwas in my Changing Fate expreſt, 

1 ſhould be baniſtyt too from thy ſoft Breaſt; 

Wipe this diſhonourable Stain away, 

And all th' Arrears of thy loſt kindneſs Pay. 


ELEGY 
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ELEGY VIL 


To his Friend , that the Common Peoples love 
depends upon Fortune. 


Ay Heavens grant that Pray*r I ſend for thee, 

Which they /ne're heard when it was made forme: 

Y That thoſe dear Eyes which read theſe Lines of mine, 

May like my Fate ne're ſee a Change in thine. 

* For Friends with riches ſtill in plenty flow : 

* When we grow poor their Loye will be ſo too. 

The well-pleas'd Doves flock to their painted Court, 

Whilſt ro the ruin'd Tow'r there's no reſort. 

'The Ant to th' empty Granary ne*re tends ; | 

* And when we loſe our Wealth we loſe our Friends. 

* For as the empty being of a Shade 

6 Attends the Sun, and by its beams is made ; 

** Thoſe Shapes of Friends inFortunes Light are ſeen, | 

*'That vaniſh when a Cloud ſteps in between. | 

But may theſe Truths ſtill falſe ro thee appear, | 

Which by Experience coſt thy Friend fo Dear. | 
( 


Whilſt happy, I had kind Acquaintance ſtill, 
That did my Houſe, not my Ambition fill. 

But when I fell, my wary Friends were gone, 
And quickly left me to my ſelf alone. 
Nor can I Wonder they that Thunder fear, | 
Fhat uſes ſtill to blaſt all it comes near. | 


of His Troubles. | 


Yet Cz#ſar too firm Faith in thoſe Commends, 
Though neyer ſuch to him, that once were Friends 
His Putty, not his Anger it doth move, 

To ſee them kinder than their Fils prove. 

So Pylad”s Tears lookt lovely on his Face, 
When Thoas knew. what once Oreſtes "was. 

And Gen'rous Hetfer often would commend . 
The Faith of brave Achilles to his Friend. 

To ſee th* Athenian Pair fo conſtant prove, 

TH” infernal God envy'd their happy Love. 

Nor could fierce Turnws chooſe but drop a Tear, 
When Ni/as Melting ſtory he did hear. 

Afflicted Piety is ſtill the beſt; 

It ev*n invades the hierceſt Tyrants Breaſt: 

But ah ! how few doth my ſoft Rhet'rick move ! 
How few Poor Ovidin his Troubles Love ? 


Yet though my Fortune with my Hopes are low, 
To hear thou art advanc't raiſes me too. 
I faw this Tide of Honours would prevail, 
When yet thy Bark rode under private Sail. 
If Virtuous Manners, and as ſpotleſs Fame, 
Might purchaſe them, none had a better Claim, 
Or Wit might riſe by Managing the Laws ; 
Whoſe more than his, that never loſt a Cauſe * 
This I foreſaw and faid, My worthy Friend 
Some larger Field doth thy great Parts attend. 
Which me no Beaſts, or Thunder when *ris fell, 
Nor Myſtick Language of fed Birds did tell. 
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« 'The beſt way to divine 15 by Mens Parts, 

« And to obſerve their Manners and their Arts. 
Which ſince they have fulbll'd my Augury, 
I'm glad thy Studies did not hidden lye. 

But wiſh that mine had never ſeen the Light, 
Wrapt in the quiet Boſom of the Night. 

As thy ſeverer Arts exalted thee, | 

So mine, both wayes unlike them, ruin'd me. 


But thou dear Confident then of my Each fault, 
Saw'ſt that I never practis'd what I taught : 


Thou knewſt I wrot thoſe Poems in my Youth, 


To pleaſe as Fancies, not a ſolid Truth. 
Though no Pretence thoſe wanton Lines can clear, 


Yer I leſs guilty for them ſhould appear. 
\ Plen'd then my Cauſe ; nor let thy Friend complain 
He was the firſt thou didſt defend in vain. 


GE ES 


ELEG Y VII. 
To his Reader. | 


That he wrote the former Elegies 7n his 
Voyage. 


Hoe're the former Elegies peruſe, 


Know they were made by a Sca-beaten Muſe, 


Some an the midſt of the Jonian Seas ; 
When the Year trembles with its cold diſeaſe i 


And 


And ſome upon thoſe Waves whoſe double Tide. 
Wiſhes fair Corinth upori either Side; 1001s bn 
Th' e£geav Iſlands flood ataz'd ts fee tt 2 ed 
My bold Hand write, where they ſcarce Safe could be: 
1 wonder too, forme Sparks of wir t6 find, ws 

Pth' Waves both of a troubled Sea and Mind. 

jt Poetry a witty | Madneſs be: IF» on | 
His may he: td ſo. that ſhall write, like me. 

Oft by ſtrong Wigds « our Feeble Bark i [is ralt, © 

And by the dropping Hyads peck tein 

Black Heav*n new Seas 1 upon, the old. one 'Pours ; I 

And join their Warry Force to Conquer « ours. 
The Waves leap i mn. and chough they drawn my owng 


My. Pen: hull makes my ; Verles ker! runon, , ay Ol 
Whilſt I write theſe. the ſinewy { Cords complai ain; ,, w 


Our Guide the Stern Leaves ; and the Caſe i 1s 111, 
When Plots truſt the Gods before their Skill. 
Pale Forms of ghaltly Death diſtract my Sight, 


Whilſt Fear coyns into Pray'rs each Verfe t write: - 


Yet ſhould I reach the Neighb'ring Port in Peace, 
The Harbaurs here are leſs ſafe then the Seas. 
1 only can.this Harſh Dilemma try, | 
Either by Swords, or Waves to chooſe to die.: 
This, on the right, would tab me for a Prey ; 
And that to boaft he did a Roman ſlay. 
Thoſe on the left know nothing but to fight; 
War is their Joy, and Blood their fole Delight, ol 


H An 


of His. Amours, — 
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And FGHG 8 their Fes Gobt wich the, Nartheyn Winds: 5 
Their Seas are calmer than. their raging Mods, PRES 


Pi 
_ 


Reader 4; thou n more gentle to theſe Lines; j 

Expect not bettes from me than my =o 

I did not now in my Safe Study lit, 

Sequeſtred from the World to ſeek for "It : 

Nor ſilent Groves; n where both my Feet and Mind, 
Might walk bll 1 thoſe too of my Verſe find, 

But toſt by Wa ves upon a ſtormy Sets 104 

That ofc dath 1n and waſh the Sheets aWay.” 

Naw too they at my -boldnefs Angry grow; i 

To dare to write when they ſhall threateh' ſo. 

They ſhall be, heard ; to their loud threars Ple bend :* 
So that the Storm may 'with my Verſes hd. | 


3 
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The Third Book. 
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Of bis Troubles. 
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ELEGYT IX 
To Auguſius Caſar 


_N{Ould I grow wiſe I ſhould the Xuſes hate, 
' ** Thathave procur'd their Bleeding Lovers Fate: 
And ne're more liſten to that Siren Art. 
Which to its Pleafing ruine wooes my Heart, 
But with ſuch moving Charms they Court my Mind, 
\ | TI muſt believe, and willingly grow bhad. 
| Andas a Fencer that had loſt the Prize, 
” With gen'cous Rage his ſecond Fortune tries; 
Take my loy'd Arms again, in hopes that where, 
| Ifound my Wounds there 1 may find my Cure. 
Read then (44:14 Ceſar) theſe with fuch Kind Eygs, 


_ As beſt hecame propitious Dauties. 
H 2 And 


4 Ovid's Elegles 
© Afid as your Princely Favour hath been ſhown, 
T” approve all witty Poems, but your own, 

Who only cane; your own Example be: | | 
FAind-frft bepleard win chels , and therewith me. 
- Ler heir ſoft Strokes as ſoft Impreſſions find, = 


And to its native Mildneſs rune your Mind. 
Whoſe Agget is too-juſt to Merit Blame ; ; 


..-And L too guilty to deny the ſame. 

Yet will ſo great : Condeſcenſion raiſe 

Your Pow'rful Mercy to the higheſt Praiſe, 

Should angry Fowe as oft as men offend, 

Shoot his red Bolts; he'd ſoon have none to ſend ; - --« 
But when he only puts the World in Fear, 

He by his Thunder makes rhe Sky more clear. 

Hence we his independent Greatneſs call 

Father of Heav*ri-and Sov*raign Lord of aft. 

You that on Earth the ſame bright, Title bear, 


Should thenlike him ſuch poor Offenders ſpare; | 


But [bur wiſh what you already do, | v4 
For who can e're more ſweetly reign then you. 
Who to the faithleſs Parthians Mercy ſhow'd 
And Honour on your greateſt Foes beſtow'd : 
Who with the War ſtill let your Anger end, 
And overtame them, bur to be their Friend. 
The joyful Conquer'd to-the Temples go. 
To give Thanks for their happy Overthtow. 
And:'with their Victor ſeem to triumph too,” 
. Glad to have been o'cecome, ſince *rwes by you. 
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But 1 *gainſt you in Arms did never join , ' 
Nor had you any Foe that was not mine. 

By all the Gods in Heav*n and Earth I ſwear, 

And by your ſelf, whom moſt of allI fear: 

I with the only Service Icould do, i: 
My Heart and Prayers eſpous'd your Quarrel too. 
I beg*d the Gods that, after Ages paſt 

On Earth, you might be Deify'd ar laſt. 

And holy Incenſe with the pious Croud, 

For your. dear Safety on the Altars ſtrewd. 


Ev*n my Dear crimes, thoſe Books procur'd my Shame, 

Witneſs my great Deyotion to your Name. 
In that beſt Work which change of Forms doth ſhow, 
That's nee beliey'd but where it Tears of you. 

A thouſand Praiſes of your ſelf you'l find: 
The pious Monuments of my Grateful Mind. 

*Tis true your Excellence 1s above our Praiſe ; 

We cannor your Bright Glory higher raiſe: 

"Yet though th* Eternal Gods are full of Bliſs. 

* Within themſelves and all that happy 1s. 

L It doth their ever ſpreading Goodneſs pleaſe, 

*' That we their outward Honour ſhould encreaſe. 

To do your Gallant Deeds in Verle agen, 

Would be the Tak of ſome more Noble Pen. 

* Yet as large Hecatombs no more Delight 

's .* Heav*n, than a grain of [Incenſe offer'd right ; 

' You ſhould not what, but how, we give it Prizg ; 
*F or tis the Heart makes good the Sacrifice. 
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Infe&ts your Ears to take my Praiſes wrong: 

That into Poiſon turns each Pious Verſe, 

To look as ill as he doth it reherſe. c 

But who can be my Friend, when you're my Foe ? 
I hardly to my ſelf could then be fo. 

When firſt my ruin'd Houſe began to fall, 

And the weak Props (tart from the ſinking Wall: 
As Fortune ſplit-ftrait all to ruin grew ; 

The Baſis gone their Weight the reſt o*retbrew : 
So, as they ought, the Common People wait, 
By your bleſt Looks to ſteer their Love and Hate. 
'YetlI remember you did once approve, 

Poor Ovid, with a Favour of your Love. 

And though my paſt Life challenge no reward, 
That *twas not ill it Merits ſome regard, 

Nor did I prove in the Triumvirate, 

An unjuſt Guardian to the Pris'ners Fate. 

And whenlT fateto judpe a private Cauſe , 

The juſt ſtill heard my Sentence with Applauſe. 
And ah ! how oft but for my laſt Offence, 
Your Judgment had ſecur'd my Innocence. 

That Fortune, that ſo many Storms had paſt, 

In ſight o*ch* Port was Shipwrackt by the Laſt, 
Nar was it one poor Wave my Bark did drown, 
But a whole Sea of ills that preſt it down. 


* Why had I Eyes? or made them guilty be?. 
* Why whatI ought not, did 1 fondly ſee? 


"Ah then ! how Cruel is that Ven'mous Tongue, 


"*8> > of His Troubles) 
« So poor Afton nak'd Diana (pid ; 
* And fo a Prey to his own Dogs he did, -. 
«Fortune againſt the Gods, to do Amils,: 

*Is no excuſe ; and Chance roo guilty is: 

That day wherein my Fatal Errour grew, 

My ſmall but honeſt Famly periſh'« rao. 

Yet not ſo ſmall, but *tis as ancient. knows, 

As any of the Nobility in Rome. _ | 

If Fortune, betwixt Wealth and Povetty; 
Whoſe each Extremes with Knighthood ill agree. 
But Whether it for Wealth , or wanc of it, 

Be noted, *tis enobked by my Wit > 


Which though my Youth too loofly ſeem” dto uſe ; _— 


My Ment'ry ſhall grow Famous with my Muſe. 
And all the Learned Quire record my Name, 


With theirs, whoſe Poems ſtand ith*-Rolls of Fame. | 


My Houſe then where the Muſes uy'd to dwell, 
By one poor Crime, but-not a ſmall one fell. 

Yet ſo *cis faPn that ur may. riſe again; 

When your ripe Anger ſhall drop off my Pain. 
Whoſe Execution did ſo mildly come, 

My Fears were more, and that lefs then my Doom. 
Your Mercy held your Juſtice at ſuch Strife, 
That you forgave the-Forfeir of my Life. 

And then as if that Gift, too ſinall had been, 

Not taking, gave me. Lands and Goods agen. - 
And leſt th obſequious Senat's harſh Decree, 

Or any appointed Jugdgeleſs mild ſhould be ; 

Your ſelt with ſock, Wards as a Prince bapans 

(ln -Royal Anger ſtrait pronounC't my Doom. | 


>a I 


And 
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And though your Edi& did ſeverely look ; | Y” , 
Much Terrour and Majeſtick Juſtice ſpoke t al 
Yet did it only give this mild command, 467 
Toleave and not be baniſh't frem the'Land: wn 4 
But ſure there 1s'no greater [Torment to, 2 1 

A wiſe Man, than to have: offended you. . vid 
And yet ſometimes too Heav*®n doth Mercy ſhow ,- { 


And cloudy Suns into fair Ev*nings\go. | - ©) i in 2h 
Pre ſeen the blaſted Ela her kind :Artns-joing- © ts i! 
And live again to love her friendly Vine: i {2 tet 7 
Then though you ſhould forbid me /tshope ſtilty+ '/ 51% 
I ſill ſhould only hope apainſt your Will,” + 04-9300 -+ 


When on my F ault I look'no Hopes are near, 118 - ud 
When upon you I never can deſpair. NEEDS CAT 
And as the Seas that fight with aftong Wind, _ | 
Are ſoriietimes rough, 'and' ſometiiries Huy kind } th. pk 
Now curl'their Watry Brows into a Frown ;/ *t i 
Then ſinile ageii'fnd Kiſs theit Billows wh, 0 yore 
So do my Hopes to *gain your. kappy Gricey CUE ; 
As often vary theit inconſtant Facer d ag 5 p- _ 
. br golnn. ft Sod | 
Then by the Gods, 'who if the ” tit Rong © 
Will fix a long date to your Years torconib $1 "0 | | 


And by that Title you fo Juſthy* bear? A ara t N * 
Your Countrey's Father; as #'Son I Otire's wu nk. 
So may the Love (till bf your:Pedple be; ' "461 10/7 


Great as your Merits nd as Nobly-Frge!-! Ul Dl 1 Ent 
So may the only fitto be your: "Wify!l Lotciogers you 
Brigin Livia in NANG Love (pen drwyana ce uk; wo 
WOT 31211) '- Who 
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Whom Nate leſt you ſhould have fingle died, 
Form'd fog your Bed the alone equal Bride : 

So may you and your Druſus ſee white Daies, 
Reigning joynt Emperours in happy Peace : 
And your Fair Fulias Printely Sons make good, 
The Noble Vittnes of their Parems Blood : 

So may bright Vi&try on your Arms attend, 
Yours and yet totiquting EdgHes cerrain F riend , | 
And ſtill befbte'the Prince with oft Wings fly; 
And round his Golden Hair her Laurels tye. 

Who 6jfhrs 'both with your Fortune and Command, ' 
You bur entruſt the conquelt 1 in his Hand: | 
And your great Self divide to govern Rome, 
Whilſt this balf Rulss abroad, and. that at Home ; 
Bur moſt by all your oi,” for his Return, 

And joy to, ſee bright Crowns his youth adorn ; 

To moſt uithi: Py, *me-ſome Pity ſtow, 

And ſtop the FT which too well 1 know : 
Some Metey ſhow and Mindful of your Name | 
Father of yout Evinitrey, mildly aſe the ſame: 

I beg not to returri, (though T believe, | 
The Gods more than we ak, do often give; n 

But only a more mild, more favorable Doom,, 

That I may nearer you my only Altar come: 
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ELEGY 1. | 
To his Lady: Sent bined fitk. A 


Gueſs, my Dear, howthou wilt trembling ſtand, 
To ſee theſe Lines writ by a ſtrangers Hand. 
That come to kiſs thee with thy Lords la(t breath, 


Whom Sickneſs now hath brought to the Gates _ 
Death. 


Think what unpleaſant Forms'poſleſs my Brealk, 
Amonglt the Barb'rous Getes a dying Guel. — _. 
Where neither Air, nor Laid, nor Water pleaſe. - 
And ev'ry Element's a new diſeaſe. : Sy ns 
Where I want all Things that may yield Relief, | : p | 
And skill'd Phyſictans to appeaſe my Grief. 

Where P've no Friend that may the time delay, | 

And with kind Stories ſteal 1 my Pain away, . 


And think on all was Dear to mie before : 

I think on all; but thee aboye the reſt _ I} 
Thou haſt the greateſt Share within my Breaſt, 
On thee my Abſent Saint I a. on thee 

Both Day and Night my thoughts ſtill walking be.' 
Nay with ſuch, Tranſports at thy Name I move, 
They think me here diſtraCted for thy Love. 

And when I chance to loſe my Fainting Breath, 
'That Spirits can't relieve he. from cold Death. 


> ba 


They 


But here I lye on the Worlds fartheſt Shore, I | 
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of Flis Troubles. 
They uſe tq tell me than that thou art here, 

And ſtrait I ſtart up; well, and cry My Dear ! 

But thou perhaps, Y increaſe my Miſery, 

Art Laughing there,' whilſt here I dying lye. 

Ah no ! I wrong thy Love, thou beſt Kind Wife. 
To think without me thou canſt love thy Lite. . 


Ye Powers above that judge poor Mortals Fate, 


If now my Years be run to their full Date: 

You might have granted me this ſmall requeſt, 
To let my Aſhes in their Country reſt, 

You ſhould my Death till my return repreive, 
Or not have ſuffer'd me fo long to live. 

Once I could well have yielded up my Breath, 
But now yo've kept me for a baniſh't Death, 
Ah ! muſt I fall fo far from what I lov'd : 

The only Miſery which I have not prov'd? 
Muſt I not die in my dear Nuptial Bed ; 

And have a Friend to mourn *me when I *me dead? 
Shall thy kind tears upon my Cheeks not flow, 
And there weep off again from thee to go? 

Shall I give no Farewel, nar laſt Command: 

Nor feel my weak Eies ſeal'd by thy ſoft Hand ? 
But unlamented here alane muſt fall, 

Without the Honour of a Funeral. 

When this thqu read'ſt, how is thy Mind poſleſt 
Dsſt thou not ſtrike thy lovely faithful Breaſt ; 
And ſtretch thy Arms and Voice this way in vain : 
Then weep, and call an thy Dead Lord again? 
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- And there to catch the Paſſengers ſwift Sight, 
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Ah fpare thy Beauteous Cheeks, that lovely Hair : 
*Ts.not the firſt Death I have prov'd my Fair. 

I truly died when I was forc't from thee; -' 
That was the firſt and- bittereſt Death to me. 
Then if thou canſt (but I in vain adviſe) 

Rejoice that Death ſhall end my Miſcries. 

Ar leaſt ſome comfort for my dear Sake borrow , 
And let thy Virtue triumph: o're thy Sorrow. 


Oh may my Mind diffolye tao with this frame; 
And no part of me ſcape the Fun'ral Flame. 
For it Pythag*ras did that truth derive, 
From Heav*®ns decrees; That Souls for ever live. , 
Amonglt the Scythian Shades, 'a Roman Mind, 
I ſhall be there as I am here confin'd. 
Thenthou, my Aſhes, to their Tomb commend, 
"That ſo my Banzſhmenr in Death may end. 
Nor needfſt thou fear but like the Theban Mayd, 
Who piouſly her Sov*raign diſobey'd, & 
When her cold Brother in the Earth ſhe layd;; 
Embalm'd with the Sweet riches of the Eaſt, 
Depoſe them in their native Soil to reſt; 


"Thus in fair Letters on the Marble write, 


Here the ſoft Teacher of Loves Myſteries,? 
That periftt by his Wit poor Naſo lies. 
Reader if e're what Love be thou didſt know, 
One gentle Requiem on his Name beftow. . 


of Fs Frakes, 6 
This is enough for my own Works will be 

A far more laſting Monument to me. 

Which though. they have procur'd their Authors Fate, 
Through the whole World my Name ſhall celebrate. 
Do thou howe*re come offer at my Shrine, 

And weep me.a Crown of rhoſe rich Pearls of thine. 
For though the Flames this Human Form remove, 
My Aſhes will be ſengble of thy Love. 

More I would write, but that my. Fainting tongue, 
Already fails with Didtating fo long. - 

Receive this Farewel then, my laſt I fear, 

Who wiſh, the Health,, I want, to thee, My Dear. 


— 


ELEGY mt 


To exhort bu Friend to i Oy: de ' Company 
of great: Perſons... 


Ear aentrons Soul, coy Lenin dilinhets theme, 
Beſt known'to-me. in Fortuhes: worſt-extreme : 

If thou wilt thy,cxpenienc't-Friend: believe, 

Far from the Court. far from all:greatneſs Live: 

Within. thy ſalf'runitby;Lifes humble: race; 

For Thunder ſti] comes from the higheſt Place, 

And though:great Men, , may -be the'preateſt Friends, 

Their Pride doth oft. debauch thoſe noble Ends. 

The full-ſtretchs Sail, rhe. greateſt Daoger- finds, 

When the bare Maſt-cuts through the ftormy Wands. 
The 


62 Ovid's Elevies 
The airy Cork ſwims on the Silver-Flood, 
Whilſt weight'ſinks down the Net .iato the Mud. 


'This Doctrine, I now teach, had I then known, 


Perhaps I never ſhould from Rome have flown.” 
Whoſe happy Life lail'd with a pleaſant Gale, 
Whilſt its low ſcene lay i in thy humble Vale. ' 
Who falls (if he; can fall that's on a Plain) 
Unhurt may riſe by his ,own Strength again. 
Giddy Elpenor | from 4 tower Head-long, 

Fell down a Ghoſt amidlt the Grecian throng. 
How came poor Iris too that ſoar'd fo high 

To fall ſo low ; where Dad lus ſafe did fly ; 
Whilſt both 'on borrow'd Wings from Minos run : 
But that he flew too near the burning Sun. 

* Believe me He's moſt bleſt, that leaſt is known, 


* Who lives withm the Bounds of what's his own. 


Had not the-Youth i Achilles Horſe aſpir'd, 
Eumedes ne*re had his dead Son defir'd. 


Nor Phaethon in thoſe Flames, he beg'd been burn'd; 


To weeping 'Trees his Mournful Siſters turn'd : 
Had not th* ambitious Boy too early known 
Himſelf the gen'rous Heir of the bright Sun. 

Ah ! then on flatring greatneſs never dote ; 

** Nor let thy Sail be larger than thy Boat. 

But may thy Running Life ſome bleſt Path find, 
As ſmooth and even as thy equal Mind. 

'This thou deſerv*ſt no leſs'from Heayen than me ; 
Whoſe dear fixt everlaſting Conſtancy 


Pierc't through my bitter Fate with Loves ſweet Dar. 
And pour'd thy melting Goodneſs on-my Heart. 


I ſaw 
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of "His Troubled. 
1 ſaw a fad kind Pitire in'thy Eie, = os 74:n 
Made by RefleQion' of my Miſery. © 
The melting Image wept, yet ſtill 'rwas there; 
And did in each kind -Ldok and Word a appear. 
Still ir continues too us Sweet Relief,” 
To heal what's moſt incurable, my < | Grief. 
And by ſtrange Sympathy, a Power retains, 
By what it there Acts here, to heal my Pye 
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Run on with _ Friends, and y in. mai 
And write in Loves ſol Charaters on thy Breaſt, 


Thy Ovid's Name, for Seythia keaps. the reſt; ; 
Where Northerp, Winds {ill ſcorch the. fraſt-burns Land, 
Beneath the fancied Heay/nly Bears command. | 

Boſpb*rus and Tanga, andthe. Phaſign;Lakes , 
With Names unknown the reſt o*th* Land partakes. 
Nought dwells beyond, but Winter and her Friend, 
The Northern Wind fo near is the Worlds End. 

But far's my Countray, - far-my tender Wife. 

And what with her I priz'd above my 'Life. 

Yet though my Eiz thoſe, Objetts cannot find, 

They dance through Fancy to my Joyful Mind. 

All things-l knew: before! run:through'thar Glas, 

And pleaſe: with ifilent Jay: as theyido- pals. | _ 

But molt my; Ladits; Image: doth ampart'; 

Both Grief and: Joy: urito my: bleedmg| Heart : 

Her Abſence waunds my Soul with killing Pain, 

To thinke She's true;| revives: me ſtrait again. 


od I : You 


6a Ovid'rElegjes 
* You too my Souls Dear Partners ſhare my Breaſt, 
Whoſe Names my Muſe would gladly have expreſl, 
Bur that I fear hy roo Officious Love, 
Inſtead of kindneſs ſhauld | an Injory prove. 
Once it was 'Mutick to each F riendly Ear, 
His Name in my kind charming Verſe to hear. 
Which t o the World I dare not now impart, 
And only write them '6n my Faithful Heart. 


There, there 1 inean ko keep you as my own, 

Nor will I make tty richeſt Treafire knowti. - 

And as bright Piftutes of your Friendſhip 111 HR 
My abſeht Soul with Charming Ryptutcs Hfl. " pats 
So may my Fotturts Falling litafe fland, 
Before your Eies and find fone helping Hand. ” 
Who wiſh rhit you'the bike may never prove, 
And thou the leaſt "whom moſt od oo Thove: 


 v 
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E3 4 his maſt Intimate Friced. 


Know our Mutual Love chow _—_ N fo 
My Worthy Friend nor canfſt throw Hlandforalyi, Lick, 
For whilſt we might no Friends could: be inove dear, :(! 
Who held each other than our ſelves mote: near / 
And to that height aur Love at laſt was grown pc//. ©» 
'That it was more than we our felyes were kndwal ol 


Though 


| The greateſt; deareſt want now of my Mind : 


of His Troubles. b5 
Though prov*'d by all thy Friends yet none ſo well, 
The Candour of thy Mind as I can tell. 

Whoſe Flames did to thy Boſom thoughts give Light, 
And made thy Heart tranſparent'to my Sight. 

As I to thee did all my Secrets tell, 

And only that, that ruin'd me conceal. 

Which hadſt thou known I had no leſs been loy'd, 
And fafe too in thy Prudent Counſel prov'd. 

But whether I had ſcap't by thy Advice, 

Or Deſtiny ſeald up my Reaſons Eies : 

It was, or elſe I made it be my Fate, 

Not to have ſeen my Cure till 'r was too late. 


Yet thou whom love ſo long to me bath-Join'd, 


Pour a kind Word ſometimes in Ceſars Ears, 
And ſoften his juſt Anger with thy Tears. 
Summon all thy whole Favour to obtain 

The pv6or Exchange, but of my Place of Pain. 
And this too as my Crime was free from Sin, 
And only did with Ignorance begin. 
Prudence forbids me now to make it known, 
How to my Eies the fatal Sight was ſhown. 
My Soul too.trembles at the Wounds review, 
That with a freſh Remembrance bleeds anew. 
And what I now ſhould bluſh but to deſcry, 
Tis better it in Silence fairly dye. 

Fle ſay no more than but I did offend, 

Yet bad my Crime no {elf-rewarding End. 


K 
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- And juſtly ſhould my Failt be called Wh | 
And ſtampt with Name of Folly not of Sin. 


Which. 1f*r be otherwiſe let me be fo far ſent, 
Where this'may be the Suburbs of my Baniſhment. | 


ELEGY V. 
To Perilla, 
Whom he had inſtruted in Poetry. 


O happy Paper kiſs the dear white Hands, 
{ F Of fair Perilla, with thy Lords/Commands. 
Thow'lr find her ſit by her ſiveer Mothers Side ; 
Or in Diſcourſe with Books, her only Pride. 
Which ſtrait ſhe'll leave how*e're imploy'd ſhe be, 
To come and ask a Thouſand-'Things 'of me. 
Tell her then that I-live, yet fain woiild die, 
Whoſe Wounds bleed fill with their old Miſery. 
Yet fondly love my Gentle Murd'rers ſtill, 
And haunt.the Muſes uis?d their Prieft {o ill. 
Learn too if ſhe the Sacred Art retain, - 
Of Melting Numbers after my Soft Strein. 


For ſince kind Nature did thy Beauty.Grace, 
With manners Chaſt and. Sweet as are thy Face: 


Thy 
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Thy Blooming . Yealn with riper Virtue bleſt ; 
And added Charming Wit to crown the Reſt; ; 
This I to keep th? ingenious Vein alive, 
| Did to the Springs of Poetry derive. 

And as I faw it firſt, Ihrſt became, 
” | The tender Guardian of that Youthful Flame. 
And Ah ! may Fortune never take that Parr ; 
Liv'd then the dear Chaſt Partner of thy Hearr. 
Then if thou ſtill preſerve that Veſtal Flame, 
Thou mayſt in all be Sappho, but her Shame. 


But Ah! I fear that thou art idle grown, 

And bluſheſt now thoſe Tender Things to own. 

Ott the fair Scholar thou, Kind Maſter I, 
By turns fate judge each orhers Lines to try : 
But thou by the Ear didſt judge, and I by th* Eie. * 
Otr on thy Verſe my Lifting Soul did dwell ; 

And oft thy Faults, ofter thy Praiſes tell ; 
And made thee bluſh for having wrote fo well. 

Yer thou perchance warn'd by thy Maſters Fall, 

Leſt thou ſhould(t write like him, ne're writ'(t at all. 
Bur fear not, thy chaſt Verſe ſhould love inſpire, 

Thy Eies more dang'rous are to light that Fire. 


Oh ! throw then all ſuch vain Pretences.by, 
And to thoſe Liberal Arts thy Mind apply. 
For when that bright, Soul-Charming Face of thine, 
Shall wither'd grow by the dark Hand of Time ; 
And Age ſhall ſteal the Lovely Form away 


y | That men thou halt been Fair hall only fay : 
I 2 When 
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When Beauty 1n 1t$ ruin's they Eſpy; 

Thow'lt mourn in vain, and give thy Glaſ the lye.” 
So ſhould thy Dowry with thy Worth agree; - 
Which as they are now, far unequal be : 

Fortune that gave it too, as ſoon can take, 

And Irus of the wealthieſt Creſus make, 

In all we hold, we Mortals- nought can find 
Immortal , bur the Riches of our Mind. 

So I though ſtript of all, that I could be, 

My Friends, my Fortune, and my Faireſt thee, 

In ſpight of Ceſar hold that Treaſure ſtill ; 

And keep the Wir, that I employ'd fo ill. 

Then though I ſhould by th* Sword untimely fall, 
Yer ſhall my Fame outlive my Funeral. 


And whilſt that Rome ſhall ſtand the Worlds Chief 
Head, 


Her Ovid too ſhall be admir*d and read. 
Thou too whoſe Muſe thy Aſhes ſhall outlive, 

And thy bright Face with no leſs Charms Survive ; 
Make thy bleſt Soul mount from the funeral Flame, 
To endleſs Glory on the Wings of Fame. 


of His Troubles. 
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ELEGY VI. 
On his Birth-day. 


O my ſuperfluous Birth-day*s come again, 
That to my Life transfer'd my Mothers Pain. 


| Too Cruel light ; thou ſhould(t have ſhone no more, 


And ſet? not Riſe on the Worlds fartheſt Shore. 

Well may thoſe Bluſhes ſtain thy riſing Face, 

To follow me thus far to my; Diſgrace. 

When thou wert firſt, thou ſhouldſt my laſt have been, 
AndI thy too kind Light no more have ſeen. 

Thou mightlt aſwell, as all my Friends did do, 

In Rome have took thy Gratefuller Aden. 


Why conr'lt thou here with thy Officious Light, 
Did Czſar baniſh thee too from his Sight? 


| Or doelſt expect thy wonted Honours here, 


Thar I ſhould in white Virgin Robes appear ; 

To crown the Altars with a flow'ry Wreath, 
Whilſt hallow'd Fires delightful ' incenſe Breath : 
And pay for thee a Votive Sacrifice, 

That thou may'ſt long, and happy to me riſe? 
Ah no! my Days are not fo gently clear, 

ThatI ſhould Joyful be to ſee thee here, 

My funeral Pile I for an Altar have, 

For Fire thoſe Flames that light me to my Grave, 


70 Ovid's Elegies 
Sad Cypreſs Wreaths to crown the-Sacrifice, * 


Soft Sighs for Pray*ers, for Incenſe, dropping Eies. 


And while I 1n this falſe-nam'd Region ſtand, 
The Euxine, or good hoſpitable Land : 


If I muſt be devour in ſuch a Place, 
My Prayer ſhall be, Ne're more to ſee thy Face. 


ELEGY VTII. 


To his Lady : 


That never ſet but Wheel your narrow Round, 
In your ſlow Polar Sphere, above the Ground: 
And halt ſtill of the Earthly Globe command, 
Priviledg*d by the Places where you ſtand ; 
Back to thoſe Ancient Walls your Sight return, 
That once provok't prov*d Remus Fatal Scorn. 
That your bright Eies may my Dear Lidies/ſee, 
And tell me if ſometimes ſhe think of me. 
But Ah ! why ſhould I doubt of what's fo plain, 
And rack my Mind on ſuch a killing Pain. 
Shall I not rather what's ſo firm believe, 

And certain Faith, 'to hers,. more certain give, 


Then what thoſe ſhining Globes can't do fo well, | 


Thou to thy ſelf infallible mayſt tell. 


E Artick Signs the Northern Heavens pride, 
Whoſe Light's the Mediterranean Pilots guide 


of His Troubles. 
« She thinks moſt of thee hot moſt defire, 

«* And in thy dear Name keeps her Veſtal Fire. 

« Preſerves thy Lively Image in her Breaſt, 

#* And treats it as her Souls ſoft ten@reſt Gueſt: 

Ah doth not grief (My Dear) oft ſteal thy Sleep 
Away, and teach thy ſlumb'ring Eies to weep ? 

Doſt thou not think each Night an Ape to be, 

That us'd to ſeem but a ſhort Hour with me? 

And woo the Bed to yield thy Lord again ; 

, Groping with thy kind Arms for me in Vain ? 

All this I know thou doſt and where love trode, 

Grief in his Gentle Foatſteeps, makes his Road. 

Nor could great He&ors, poor fad Lady prove 

More teeling Sorrow in her 'Tender Love; 

To ſee both Hers, and Troy's dear ſafe delight, 

Drag'd round thoſe Walls he conqu'ring us'd to fight, 


= 


Yet know I not my felt (my abſent Bliſs ) 
What Dreſs of mourning on thy Soul Ide wiſh, 
If thou art ſad, I grieve to make thee ſo ; 

If not, thou oughr'ſt, and then I'me troubled too. 
Mourn then the loſs of me thou Kindeſt Wife, 
And ſpend in handſom Sorrow, thy Chaſt Life. 
Let Tears thy Loſſes tell ;* Tears that to grief 
Seem ſtill a Pleaſure, and their ſole reliet. 


But would thoſe bright Eie-dropping Pearls might fall, 
T®have been th* Expences of my Funeral. 
Then had my Soul melted to native Air, 
And Gently mixt with thy Sweet Breath, my Fair. 


Thea 
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"Then had thy ſoft Hand clos'd theſe Eies of mine, 

Looking tow'rds Heav*n and find it in thine. 

Then for a Tomb I had exchang'd this Frame, 

And giv*n it back to th? Earth from whence it came. 

And as I blameleſs liv'd ſo had I died, 

Nor loſt my ſpotleſs Fames rich honeſt Pride. 

But how unhappy now if his poor Name, 

Thou thoughr'ſ{ thy Glory once, now ſeem thy Shame / }_ 

Unhappy if thou bluſh'to hear men tell, | 

Thou art the Wife that Ovid loy'd ſo well ! 

Ah! where's the-rime when thou wert bold to own, ( 
( 
[ 


Thy happy Lord, and joyd'ſt ro make him known ? 
When thou wert pleas'd that I was only 7hzne, 

And tookſt a Virtuous Pride to be calPd Mine. I 
Nay to that height thy'Honeſt Flames did riſe, [ 
Ev'a my Defects lookt lovely in thy Eies. 7 
Nor was there any, I then ſeem'd ſo dear, \ 
Whom to thy Ovid thou could'ſt then prefer. 

Now too no unkind” Bluſh ſhould print thy Shame, 
And only Tears ſet forth thy Husband's Name. 

And as Evadne with a bold Embrace, 

Own'd daring Capanens Fhe Gods Diſprace, c 
And kiſt their Thunder off his Blaſted Face : 

Or flaming Phaetons kind Siſters try*d 

To quench his fierce Flames, with their ſofter 'Tide : 
And Cadmus thought poor Sewles loye no ſhame, 

To prove her own, that periſh*t in Joves Flame: 

So ſhould*ſt thou not repent (my Dear) thy Choice,' 

To tind me Thunder-ſtruck by Cz/ars Voice. - 


- But 
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But as a kind obliging Wife would do, - 
Raiſe with my Migry thy AﬀeCtion too. 
And from my hard Fate, ſtrike thoſe Glorious Raies, 
That light brave Souls through the rough Paths of Praiſe. 


Natures beſt Foil is Oppoſition ſtill, 
Who made the Way to Virtue lye through ill. 
/ | So had the Face of 7roy no Clouds e're ſeen, 
Hettor had happy, but not Famous been. 
Nor Typhys Art but for the Waves renown'd, 
Or Phebzs Skill, had man no Sickneſs found. 
*True Virtues are oppreſt by Fortunes Light, 
* And ſhine like Diamonds brighteſt in the Night. 
Let thy Name then, through the dark Clouds of mine, 
In Loves bright Flames (my Dear) for ever ſhine. 
And with the 'Threds which my black Fate hath ſpun, 
Weave, what I wiſh' thee, an immortal Crown. 


OVID'S 
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7, o bis I Lay to petition Caſar for 


his Removal. 


E thinks ( my Dear ) I ſee thee trembling 
ſtand, 
"i V2 Pale with atoving Fear, and eager Hand, 


To open each Epiſtle from this Shore: 

But thy Lord's health thou now needſt fear no more. 

Whoſe ſoft Complexion to rough ills inur'd 

Is hardened.now by what Thave endur'd. 

Yet {hl my Mind lyes in the ſame Condition, 

And gets no ſtrength from time, Griefs beſt Phyſician. 
—And thoſe old- Wounds my-happy Fortune ſlew, Ps Fe, 


Bleed {till as freſh as if they were but new. . 
or 


p 


of His Troubles. 


'For Time- whoſe Healing touch flight ills can cure, 


Makes great ones larger and their Pains endure. 
So Philofetes ten Years felt the Smart, 

Of his Friends Pow*n0z5 ill bequeathed dart. 

And Telephus rio Cure had ever found, 

Had not the Hand that gave it heaPd the Wound, 
So may he too that gave me mine Believe, 

Me worthy firſt, and then my Fate reprieve. 

And think my Pains ſo near to Juſtice cothe, 


As to remit the Rigour of his Doom. 
For though he part releaſe *rwill be ſo ſmall, 


That what remains may juſtly ſerve for all. 

As many Sands as hath the Sea ; Green Meads 
Have painted Flowers, and thoſe Flow'rs have Seeds : 
A3 many Birds as ſwim uh? liquid Air, 

Earth Beaſts, or Waters gilded Fiſhes bear ; 

So many Ills I feel, which who would tell, 

The Waves o'ch* Sea might number &en as well. 
For though I paſs by thoſe upon the Way, 

The Ills I ſuffer'd both by Land and Sea ; 

'Tis Miſery enough to live confin'd, 

To th* worlt Part of the World and of Mankind. 


Hence I ſhould ſure tranſported be (my Life) 
D.dſt thou bur a&t the Part of a Kind Wife. 
That God on whom the Fate of Rome relies? | 
Hath oft proy'd eaſy to his Enemies, 

Then fince his Mercy makes thee ſafe, my Dear ; 
And tothy kind Addreſs iaclines his Ear: 
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Why ſhould'ſt thou doubt to move his Clement Mind? 
Ah! *tis not he bur thou that Art unkind. FP 
If thou (which ſure thou neyer canſt) forſake, 

Me too, whence ſhall I any Comfort take. 

I muſt at laſt then to the Altars flee, 

Who have no Friends (»y Dear) but Heav*n and Thee. 


ELLER. IL 
To his Lady on her Birth-day, 


. S glad Ulyſſes on his Ladies feaſt, 

To th* Alrars brought his Soul ſtill richly dreſt ; 
With Joy I go to celebrate, »wy Dear, 
Thy Birth-day, brought about by th* rurning Year. 
May all kind happy Words hang on my Tongue, 
That hath been kept, from all good Sounds fo long. 
And clad in white unlike my Fate appear, 
( A Colour I can wear but once th? Year.) 
That to the Sudden Altar I may go, 
Rais'd with green "Turf, and wreaths of Flow'rs beſtow: 
And with Heav'n-pleaſing Incenſe, and rich Wine, 
Feed the fat Flames, and move the Pow'rs Divine ; 
*To granf thar ſhe her Birth-day ſtill may find, 
* Unlike her Lords and white as is her Mind. 
* It you have ary Wounds for her in ſore, 
* Let mine luffice, and torture her no more, 
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| 6 «May ſhe her Daughter, Friends, and Countrey ſee, 
* In Happineſs and with them happy be, 
& And feel no Want of any Thing but 'me. 

* May ſhe her dear Lord love, though: Abſent, till, 
* And her white Days in bleſſed Peace fulfil. 

Ide wiſh the Reft of mine to hers might go, 

But that I fear they ſhould infeRt them to. 

For what in this Life's ſure? Who'de &re have gueſt, 
I ſhould in Scyth1ia celebrate this Feaſt ?. 

But lo ! the ſweet Flames rarify'd to ſmoke, | 
March tow'rds the Right and into Italy look. n 
And ſure of Senſe and Reaſon they're poſleſt, 
Although we cannot well diſcern the Reſt. 

For ſo the Flames that into Aſhes drew, 

The Theban Brothers, who each other ſlew; 
As if they knew their parting Souls deſire, 
Made a black Schiſm in the Fur'ral Fire. 

This when Callimachus ſoft Muſe did tell, 

I thought *rwas but a Fable dreſt up well. 
Now I believe it, fince the ſmok's ſo wiſe 

To fly tow'rds Italy as de adviſe. 

This is the only Day, 1!th* Year doth fall, 

T bat I have Reaſon to keep Feſtival. 

For this it was, that brought that Dear Soul forth, 

Equals Erigenes Heroick Worth. 

Love, Modeſty, and Faith were with her born, 
. And all the Gifts but Joy her Birth adorn, 

Inſtead of that almoſt a widow'd Life, 

Sarrow came forth and undeſerved: Grief, 
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*© For *rwas decreed by Heav*n, great Souls ſhould ſtill, 
* Improve their Virtue on ſome Subject ill. 
So had Ulyſſes no Afflictions found, 
His Wife had happy been, but ne're renown'd. 
And Poor Evade loſt her Noble Name, 
Had not bold Capeneus dur'd the Thund'rers Flame. 
If any but her Lord firſt touch the ſhore, 
Laodamia would be prais'd no more. 
. Nor would of Fifty that one Siſters Name, 
But for her Linus ſtand th? Rolls of Fame. 
Thy Praiſe had been lefs too, but for my Harms, 
(Ah would it were and I more in thy Arms!) 
At leaſt (2/4 Ceſar) whom I wiſh to ſee, 
Neftors long Years, and then a God ſhall be. 
Let me the Burthen bear of my Offence, 
But ſpare her Dear, her Lovely Innocence. 


A eeenm——— — —— —— 


ELEGY IIL 


In Imitation 
Of 


Ovid's 12. Eleg. lib. 5. Triſt. Who having 
been «tae by his Lady that ſhe had 
been upbraided in Company with his baniſht 
Name, and put to the Bluſh, writes thus in 
Anſwer to her. 


Y Bleeding Heart's toucht with a Gentle Pain, 
My Dear, to hear thy Amorous Lines complain. 


Thou 
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Thou art upbraided with my baniſht Name, 
And often forc't to bluſh twixt Love and Shame. 


Oh! let me anſwer that kind Red with mine, 


W ho needs muſt bluſh, to be the Cauſe of thine. 
And as our Hearts, whence flows that purple Flood, 


Both kindly ſympharize, fo let our Blogd. 

A comely modeſt Bluſh we often find, 

Is ke the Morning-dawn to a clear Mind. 

That at the very Shadow of an 1Il, 

The guiltleſs Cheeks with baſhful Streams doth hill. 
As if the Heart to hide the Mind from Shame, 
Spread o're the Face, a Veil of purple Flame. 

And though the Colour's often worn by Sin, 
Againſt its Will; *cis but when they begin. 

The Bluſh comes moſt, where there is leaſt Offence, 
Miſtaken ſigns of a loſt Innocence. 

Ah! what ungentle Breaſt then could eſpy, 
Such honeſt Paint upon thy fair Cheeks lye. 

And not ſend guilty Blood into his Face, 

To cauſe in thine that innocent Diſgrace. 

He ſhut his Eies ſure, and then us'd his Tongue, 
Or look'r not on thee when he did thee wrong : 
For thine inſpire ſuch Charming ſoft deligh., 
Tove would let fall his Thunder at their Sight, 


But he's miſtaken too, that will afford, 

No better Term, than Exile to thy Lord. 

For though by Cſars Doom I am remov*d 
From Rome and thee, that above Rome | lov'd. 
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Yet he that was. my Judge will put my Plea: 
That Pme nor Baniſhr, and but fent away. 
He gave me Life and-Goods, though- without Cauſe, 
The Priviledges of my Birth and Laws. 
And did me oaly from his Preſence ſend, 
And *rwas my greateft Pain him to offend. 


No Creature too can ſuffer Baniſhment 
Till it be drove forth of its Element. 
Thy Heart was mine then, Love-its utmoſt Sphere ; 
Whoſe Natural Element is in thee, wy Dear. 

And thence Pme ſure Czfar, nor mighty Fove ; 

Nor all the Sire» Charms of Wit and Love, 
Thy deareſt Owgd ever can remove. .. 

What! though-oun Bodies no commerce can know, 
For that's an Union ſordid, baſe and low. 

Our Souls from which we all our Joys derive, 
Together mix, and in each other live. 

Me thinks each Day I am of thee poſieſt, 

And ev'ry Night-thou lyeſt upon my Breaſt. 

For when fleep ſteals away my. Soul from me, 

(And where ſhould it be' gone then bur: to thee?) 

As it with Day: returns from thee, My Saint, 

It all thoſe Scefies-of Bliſs dath lively Paint. 

And tells long thoughtful ſtories of che Charms. 

And virtuous Joys it-taſted in thy Arms. 

Then fince no Power/on Earth can hinder me, 

From Loving, and-frora being lav'd by thee. 

Fill I can be divided from thy Heart, 
And ſufter in thy Love my tend'reſt Part : 
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It ſhould cauſe bis, and not thy honeſt Shame, 
To have aſpersd me' with a Baniſht Name. 
Then bluſh no more, @y Dear, to be call'd fo, 
But let the barb'rous baſe Detraftor know, 
That *cis a Pleaſure not a Pain to be 

Abſent from Rowe, where'T-his Face might ſee. 


— _ —_______ OO _—————__—_—_——__ 


ELEGY IV, 
To his Lady. 


To encourage her to addreſs her ſelf for him 
to the Empreſs Livia, . and Petition for hjs 
Removal. | 


Hou Icy Euxin on whoſe frozen Tide, 

The firlt bold Ship, that ever fail'd did ride, « 
When ſhall I ſee that Joyful happy Day, 
Shall take me from thy barb*rous Shores away. 
'Tis thou that doeſt 'my puniſhment enhance, 
And addſt thy Miſeries to my Miſchance. 
Fruitful of Nought bur ills, thy barren Sand, 
Recciv'd not one good Seed from Natures Hand. 
Thou ſeeſt no ſpring with flow*'ry Wreaths adorgi 
His Temples, nor ſtript Reapers fell thy Carn, 
No Autumn, leaves his luſty Bunches here, 
But a perpetual Winter all the Year. 
That Glazes ore the Surface of the Deep, 
The twinkling Fifh, through icy Windows Peep. 

| M Na 
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No Streams flow hire, but from the briny Sea, 

'Fhat Cauſe worſe thirſt than that they take away. 

No lofty Oak, low Shrub, or- hagpy Tree, 

The Field's another Picture of the Sea. 

Here come no feather'd Lyerifters of the Wood; 

Bur ſuch as-with rough throars-drihk the falt Flood.” 
Nothing but Worm-Wood, grows on the bare Sand, 
A bitter Harveſt fit for ſuch a Land. 

To theſe fierce Foes, with Courage fraught and hate, 
. And paiſon'd Darts, that giye a double Fare, 

A Reg1an too where none can ee arrive, 

With any Hopes they ſhall return alive. 

It is no Wonder then, that I requeſt, 

Some milder Climate, where to be a Gueſt. 

But more, My Dear, that thou ſhould*ſt not prevail, 
With all thy Tears to free-me from this Jayl. 

Thou ſeek*ſt what *ris that I would. have thee do : 
Seek but in earneſt, and thou needs mult know, 
Wiſhes will nere prevail unleſs thou make 

It thy whole Buſineſs both aſleep and Wake. 

Thoſe I of others have; for who can ere, 

So cruel be, as ſtill tro wiſh.me here. 

But thou no Opportunity mult loſe,'. 

And to obtain it thy whole Forces ule, . 

And by thy Diligence, my Dear, tranſcend 

In that of Wife the Dury of a Friend. 

Thy Name ſtands in my Verſe upon: record : 

The belt of Wives to th* molt unhappy Lord, 

Prove not degen'rous then, but make thy Worth,' 
Above the Praiſe of him that ſets it forth, 


Should 
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Should mine be ſilent yet the Tonge « of F4 ame 
Would bufily enquire into thy Name. 

For now on the Worlds Theatre I'me ſcen, 
With greater Notice' to the Eiesof men, 

So Capaneus was by Foves Thunder known, 
And more conſpicuous in his Miſery grown, 
Amphiaraus to the dead World drown'd, 


Through the dry Land, for his ſtrange Fate renown'd, | 


If any Room be left roo for my Name, 

To ſtand with theirs in the long Rolls of Fame, 
With no lefs Praiſe than Lovely Batt thine, 
My Dear, for ever,ſhall be join'd with mine. 
Upon a publick Stage thou alt thy Life, 
Each Eie's a Witneſs to thy Part of Wite. 

For who bur ask, when they my Verſe peruſe, 
Where thy deſerts be equal ro my. Muſe. 

And though moſt give thy Virtue due applauſe, 
Some to condemn it too will ſeek each Cauſe. 
Give then their Envious Search no ground to ſay, 
Thou art grown cold for me now Pme away. 
Whoſe ſingle Duty *tis, whillt I am gone, 

To draw the Matrimonial Yoke alone. 


Naw when I languiſh at the Point of Death, 
Preſerve, My Dear Phyſician, my laſt Breath, 
To fave thy Life, were my Condition thine 
1] would endeavour with the Loſs of mine. 

By Love and Honour then and thy paſt Life, 
Thou art engag'd to be a Faithful Wite. 
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| And by that Houſe, where thou ſhoulPſt be profeſky 

A no leſs Virtuous then a Welcom Guelt. 

For who can think'if thou thy Lard negle&, 

Thou haſt for Martia any true Reſpe&. 

Nor with the Reſt, wilt thou deny my Share, 

In the ſofc Motives of thy Love and Care. 

Whoſe Grateful Breaſt fo great return hath ſhow'd, - 
Of all the kind Obliging ſeeds I ſow'd. | 
Yet all thy Reſt in this one A&t record, 

To love with all his Mis'ries thy Dear Lord. 

Nor canſt thou better ſhew, my Dear, that Love, 
Than to Petition now for my Remove.l 

Though great for others, yet but ſmall for me, 

Is this requeſt, and not unſafe for thee. 

Nor rake it ill, that I the ſame Thing preſs, 

So oft to thee, thou doſt for me no leſs. 

"I's but to animate thy Virtue on, 

That it continue what it has begun. 

And though I blow the Trumpet to thy Name ; 
Courage inſpire with the Love of Fame. 

*T'is not with Noble Wounds that thou ſhou*dſt buy, 
Amazon like by Arms my Liberty. 

But the moſt Mild of all Gods to appeaſe, 

And only make his Pow'rful Anger leſs. 

If thou no Favour haſt, yet thou haſt Tears, 

And thoſe to ſuch are the moſt moving Pray'rs. 
Shou'd thoſe be wanting, caſt thy Thoughts on me, 
And then they cannot chuſe but ready be. 

_ Whoſe Fortune gives thee ſtill a freſh Supply, 

A Spring as deep as thy Lords Miſery. 
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And were my Life to be redeem?*d by thine, 
(Which I abhor) Alcefte thou'dſt outſhine. 
Kindly with chaſt Penelope beguile, 

Each flatCring Suitor by ſome pious Wile. 

And with Laodamia try to prove; 

Death cannot thoſe divide, that truly Love. 

Or elſe of Matchleſs Iphias, Courage learn, 
Wirth thy dead Husbands Body thine to burn. 
But thou for me no other Wounds needs prove, 
But what were made by the ſoft Hand of Love. 
No Steel, Nor Poyſon, but one moving Prater, 
Pour'd for thy Lord into Avguſta's Ear. 
Whoſe Spotleſs Virtue doth as far ſurpaſs, 

The chaſteſt of her Sex, as doth her Face. 

On which ſa much Divinity doth fir, 

That *twas alone for Godlike Ceſar fit. 


Why ſhou'dſt thou fear ſuch Sweetneſs then ro Meer, 


And throw thy ſelf at her obliging Feet. |, 
5Tis no Medea, thou haſt to entrear, 

Or Progne cruel in her Pious Cheat. 

None of thoſe bloody Preſidents, whoſe rage 
Pur off the Softneſs of their Sex and Age. 
But both the Chief and beſt of Woman kind, 
Whoſe Fortune equal to her noble Mind, 
Has clear'd the falſe Reproach of being blind. 


Thea whom) the World holds nothing that's more bright. 


Bur him refleQts back her Imperial Light 


| 


Time 
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Time then thy ſoft Addreſs, when thou ſhalt find, 
. 'That it may fail with a'convenient Wind. 
The Temples do not always open ſtand, 
Nor Oracles their Anſwers back remand. | 
But when thou ſeeſt the. gentle Hand of Peace, | 
Smooth ev'ry Face, and give her Writs of Eaſe : 

When thou ſhalt find the great Auguſtus Court, 

Filld like the Temples with a glad Reſort, 

Than boldly for a kind Adnuttance pres, 

The fitteſt Time to tender thy Addreſs. 

Yet if ſome Weightier buſineſs on her call, 

Better then move it than not move at all. 

But when the Senators the Court attend, 

Make through and thy Petition recommend. 

And to the Preſence, when thou com'ſt, my Dear, 
Remember who it 1s that ſends thee there. 

Upon thy Knees her kind Approaches meet, 

And throw thy ſelf at her Imperial Feet. 

Then let thy Eies ſome Paſſton ſpeak, and Tears, 

jnſtead of Words, deliver up thy Pray'rs. 

Beg only I may be remov'd from hence, 

« But mention not be ſure my ill offence. 


This ſhort Petition too will prove too long, 

And the Words drop imperfect off thy Tongue. 

Nor will this Prejudice thy ſuit but be, 

A natural Figure us'd to Majeſty. 

Or if thou weep Part of thy Words away, 

* Our Tears ſometimes more than our Tongues can ſay. 


Go 
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Go in a Kind, Aufpicious Hour be ſure, 

And firſt the Heay'ns on thy Side ſecure. 

With Altars flaming 1n rich hallow'd Wine, 

And Sacred Incenſe, pleaſe the Powers Divine. 

Burt moſt the Godlike Ce/ars Name iumplore. 

And his Dear Livia's Deity adore. 

Whom now I wiſh (what they were us'd to be) 

As kind Obliging.to thy Tears and thee, 

As thou, my Dear, haſt alwaics been to me. 


——  — _—_ _ — — 
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ELEGY|YV. 
To bis Friend Cotta, 


O thee; Dear Cotta, ray that Health I ſend, 
Ti truly come as'thou haſt been a Friend, 
For I can but a half AMiction feel, 

Whilſt thou my other Deareft Part art well. 

Thou art the Anchor that doeſt kindly ſtay 

The beaten Veſſel, where my Fortune lay. 

To thy. bright Conſtant” Love what do I owe, 
Who can excuſe all thoſe that were not fo ? 
When Thunder on ſome gazing Croud doth fall, 


Thouph'c hit but one with Fear it wounds them all, 


And he alone ſtands like a Threatning Wall: 
Or ſome infe&ted Perſon whom all ſhun, 
For fear of Marrying his Contagion. 
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So many, of my Friends did faithlef prove, 

More through the Want of Courage than of Love. 
Their Fear was more, / and not their Kindneſs leſs, 
Thoſe Gods that me had ruin'd to diſpleaſe, 

Nor can [I thoſe Friends ill or Faithleſs call, 

Who prudently withdrew Vavoid my Fall, 

Nor will my Candour ſuffer me Vaccuſe 

Thoſe who their own before my Fortune chuſe, 
And wiſh they may accept the Blanks I caſt, 

To write their Pardons in for whatis paſt. 


You then my Small but better part of Friends 
Whoſe gen*rous Conſtancy your Faith commends, 
Shall find your Names when I in Duſt am writ, 
Seal'd with the Mem'ry of each Benefit : 

Some thing Immortal I ſhall leave behind, 

To which you too ſhall be for ever join'd, 

f For Fame deſcends not to the filent Grave, 

# The Fun'ral Pile can but our Bodies have. } 

As Pylades, and Theſeus Names ſurvive, 

Their Aſhes ſtill, and in their Memories live ; 

So Ages yet unborn, ſball ſing your Love, 

And with my Verſe your Conſtancy approve, 
Already here the bar b'rous Getes are grown. 
Acquainted with your Names, and Kindneſs own; 

. For when I lately did your Friendſhips Grace, 

(As I have learnt the Language of this Place,) 

One of the Standers by, a grave old Man, | 
This Anſwer made, and thus his Speech began, 
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«© We in this World know (worthy Gueſtthe Name 
* Of Friendfhip too, and kindly uſe the fame, 

* Not far from hence upon the Scythian Land, 

«* Of old calld Tauros doth & Gity Stand. 

* 'To which I owe my Birth ; and heretofore, 

©® They did the great Diana ha adore, 

**The Temple ſtill is ſtanding nobly rais'd, 

© With Fourty Steps, on Marble Pillars plac'd 

* Within the Goddeſs Image ſtood, and there, 
* The Pedeſtal that bore it doth appear. . - 

*'The Bloody Altar-ſtone that was before, 

«& White Marble, now is turn'd to red with gore, 

* On which the Virgin Prieſteſs (who mult be 
*' The eldeſt of the Nobleſt Family ; ) 
*f Was us'd to lay the laſt arrived Gueſt, 

& And ſacrifice his Blood up for the Reſl, 
* This Cuſtom laſted till great Thoas reign'd, 
* Who for his warlike Deeds much. Fame had gaur'd, 
* At what Time, as our beſt Traditions tell, 
* The fair Iphigenia from Heav'a fell. 
* Whom great Diana through the liquid Air, 
* Brought on a Winged Cloud and fer down there. 
*'This Tender Maid long time againſt her Will 
«The bloody ingrateful Prieſthood did fulkl. 

© Ar length two Noble Princely Youths arriv'd, 
« Whoſe friendly Souls in one another liv'd. 


*'Their Blooming Years and Love were both the ſame, 


0 Oreſtes one, Pylades to'thers Name, 

*Strait theſe were bound, and to the Altar brought, 

*With Love and patient Courage nobly fraught. 
N 
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« * The Virgin her bright Vis here receives, 
* And as ſhe took ſhe ſomething with theny ledves, 
** For while ſhe did the Uſyzal Rites prepare, 
's With ſcrupulous Delaics and more than Care: 
* Tied on-the Garlands, which ſhe ſlowly wove,? 
* And thought ſhe never could be long enough. 
** Her Eies were grown acquiinted with her Heart, 
** And with ſome Tears, theſe pittying, Words impart, 
Pardon brave Youths that I a vender Maid, 
By Cuſtom not by Nature cruel made ; 
Muſt be thus Barbarons to ee you die, 
And cauſe both yours and thy own Miſery. - 
| Zet ſo much time Ple grant you, to declare 
Your Countrey and unhappy Voyage here. 
* Which to the pious Maid they tell, and ſhe : 


* Strait knew them her own Contreymen to be; 
** And paſſes in their Favour this Decree, 

That one a Viftim to the Gods ſhould fall, 

The other Back into his Countrey ſail. 
* Pylades ſtraits bids dear Oreſtes go, 
* Oreſtes would the Lot on him beſtow, 
© They would have neither, and yet both will ſtay, 
« Whilſt each would ſend his dearer Friend away, 
* This was the only Thing their Lives did fee, 
* Wherein this bleſt Pair knew to diſagree. 
* But whilft their gen*rous Hearts in Love contend, 
** Each Gallantly to die and fav e his Friend. 
© She wrot the while and one of them commands, 
# To carry theſe Back to ber Brothers Hands, 


*: But 
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& But he ſhe wrot to did the Lines recieve, 
«And fheborh ro her Brorher ſend and give. 
* Which by a Kind Refletion when they knew, 
« Shee free*d them both and th*Kdot overthrew, 
*Such was the Friendſhip gf this Matchleſs Pair, 


* Fame there their Names Rill on her Breaſt dock wear. 


He ſcarbs Vl chded wha the Sanders YH 
Applauſed all their ger*rous Piety. 
If then Gfs,Friendfb;p, anfdrkind gentle Love, 
The Hearts of the molt Barb'rous Getes can move: 
If they are with ſuch Tenderneſs polleſt, 
How ſhould it work upon a Romans Breaſt? 
But mare on thine, whom. Natures gentle bh 
Tun'd to a foftneſs Fir for Loves command, 
Who neyer | car'd ta be x more great then-Good 
Though from the Loins of 15 thou 7 by Blood > 
And to thy Houle, then that thou didſt recetye,, 
More of thy vip Nobility dſt give. erm 
Beſt then of Men,, be lo roo, x9 | thy F riend, by n, 
And make my Hl Fate, with my, Lenargend; « 


Ovid'- Beg 


ELEGYVI .. 
© To his Lady. 


That he had eterniz'd her Name Y his 
Yeaſe. 


Hou no lef Beautiful than Virtuous wife, 


Dearer tinto my Soul than my own Life. 


' Haſt ſeen the Monument my Verſes raiſe, | 
To tell to after Ages thy juſt Praiſe, 


Though Fortune clip my Wings, yet ſhale thou ; 


Rais'd by my "Witt "along Eternity. 

Wich me: «thy Nime ſhall be admir'd and read, 
Nor writ in Petiſhing duſt when thou art Lined 
Though thou Unfortunate to ſorae appear, . 
Yet more will envy thee thy Fate, my Dears < 
And wiſh themſelves as Miſerable, ſo rhi h 
Might ſteal the 'Glory of thy Praiſe away. 

Leſs had the Gift been, though I crowns had gave. 
[< The Rich no Wealth can carry to their Gravg 
But I have made thy Fame for ever Live, 

The one Eternal Good that I can give. + 
Thou too haſt been the dear Guard of my all, 

| Whoſe Charge aſwell as praiſe doth on thee fall. 
Nadinfmy Verſe t * increaſe thy honeſt Pride, 


Some Charming Epithet to thy Name is tied 


of His Troubles. 
Then that no dear Deluſion it may ſeem, 
Make thy Clear Faith, as bright as my Eſteem, 
For whilſt my Conſtant Fate did happy prove, 
I was as happy in thy ſpotleſs Love. 
Let me not loſe them both, but keep the Laſt, 
Thy Wuſtgouy Bear &'c my Black Forqune caſt 
_ & Virtuolls Without Oppoſure, *tis not hard, 
© And-good to prove, where Sirhath no reward. 
® But ſpight of Fortune, and Temptations too, 
*'To ſtand unmoy*d; that Virtue muſt be True. 
"* Yet where ſhe is her own Reward alone.- 
* And ſticks in _— whea the Reſt are gone. 
* Such ſulfring Piet 's, ſtill rais'd at laſt, 
*T* a bright immortal F ame, that nOre ſhall waſt. 
So all the fair bo thou haſt at | 
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And priz/d their OePas's Loye above their Life. .... 
Have purged their Memories in the Funeral Flame, 

And on Deaths Forehead writ-1mmortal Fame. 

Yet thou no greater Combar haſt to prove, 

But mg-and otly:me;:thy- Joy to love. 

Were I to be thy preſent Dear Reward, 

The Difficulty would:then'ſtem hard; : -: - 

Nor think I doubt that; thou wile prove unkind, 

*Cauſe thee ſo. oft Iigf this-Duty nind.:  : : / 
For by Exhorting (ll, har. thou doſt do, |: : | 
My Watning but. commends thee to beTrue, ; 
And gives My Deartft:Ddar my laſt Adjen, 
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Peyohape ta Viyſſes. 
fancied thee oft by, the Trojans Ta'ne, 
d fainted but to. hear. of He&ors Name. 

And when old Neſtars Valiant Son was lain, 
The Story touch*t my! Bleeding Heart with Pain, 
But when Patroclus Fate 1 heard, My Tears 
Ran down and on. my Checks printed my Fears. 
Tlepoleni's Blood that warm'd the Lycian Syear, 
In his deep Wounds ,, made me grow cold with Fear, 
And whoſoe're o'th* Greeks relign'd his Breath, 
The News ſhot through my Soul a Sudden Death, 
But the Kind Heavens to my wiſht deſire, 
Have waſted all thoſe Terrours i in Troys Fire. 
The Grecian Princes are in Triumph come, 
To bring the Spoyls of conquer'd Aſia home. 
Each Faithful Nymph her: Joyful Vows had paid, 
She longing for her Lovers ſafety made 3, , 
And trembling on his Charming Tongue doth dwell, 
To hear him of his dear paſt Dangers tell. 
Who to illuſtrate more the Plealing them, 
Preſents their Eyes too with a Lively Scheme. 
That on; the Table in ſpilt Wine defines 
The Stege and all th? Imag'nary Lines. 
Here Sioxs follows his wer Finger down ; 
That print o'th* Glaſs ſtands for the Walls o'th* Town. 
The puddle there ſhews the Sigean Flood ; 
The Dry between, where Priams Palace ſtood. 
Here lay Ulyſſes, there Achilles Tent, 
And that wsy mangled Hedfors Horſts went, 


96 Penelope to'Viyſes.” 
For when [I thither ſent old Neſtor thus, hn Þ op 
To your Dear Piftyre Young Telemachus, * f 
The Famous Siege deſcrib'd and he to us. ' © 
Nor am I ign'rant how the Fatal Aid, 
Of Dolon and Fair Rheſws you betraid. 
And how, you boldly with one Second went, 
To fight an Hoſt, and ſack the Thraciau Tent. 
Alr! how could you forget your Tender Wife, 
Thus vent'rous to expoſe hers in your Life. | 
© Gods + with what Pain gid I the Story hear, 
, And though I certain of your Safety were, 
Such eager Fears did my poor Heart attend, 
I thought you: kill'd before I heard rhe End. 


But what, Alas! am I thee better now, | 
That Iium's Raz'd, and Corn ?th* place doth grow, 
VF If I My Dear Lord muſt no more enjoy, 

I Than when he fought under the Walls of Troy? 

| Though Corn now grow where the Proud City ſtood, 
And feeds #s fat'ned roots in Phrygian Blood. 

The Plough breaks up the ſhallow Graves o'th' Dead, 
And often turns up ſome Great Princes Head. 

That Kiſſes the green Mofly Turf to hide 

His, and his ruin'd Citty's humbled Pride. 

I no EffeRs can of this Conquelt ſee, 

And Troy is ſtanding ſtill to only me. 

For my ſlow Conquerour”s no leſs away, 

Nor know I what ſhould breed his unkind Stay. 


Though 
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Penelope to Uiyſſes, 


Though I ne*re fail by ev'ry Sail I ſee, 

To write, and ask a Thouſand Things of thiee. 
And with each Pilot leave my written Mind, 
To give my Lord if ever he him find. 


To Pylos Neffors ancient Seat I ſent, 
Who only knew, they knew not where you went. 
I ſent to Sparta too to learn, and there 
They heard leſs of your Stay than we did here. 
Would then the Walls of Troy were ſtanding ſtill, 
I'me forry now that &te I wiſht them ill ! 
I ſhould know whiere to find thee, and to mine 
Each Lady her Kind Tears and Praiers would joine, 


Wars Dangers I ſhould only dread, but now, 


My undiſtinguiſht Fear doth all allow; 
Creates more fanc:zed Dangers rhan'the Sea, 
Or Land contains, to cauſe your ling'ring Stay. 
All theſe are bitter corroſfives to my Breaſt, 

But there 1s one ſurpaſſes all the Reſt, _ 

My Lord ſurpriz/d: by her falſe Siren Charms, 
Lyes lock't perhaps in ſome- New Miltreſs Arms. 
And to enhance the Pleaſure of their Sin, 

Her Courtſhip doth with my Diſpraiſe begin. 

Ah no ! I know thy Love's without Offence, 

But thou ſhould'ſt come to prove thy Innocence. 
We Lovers Fear all that we do not know, 

And tho thou'rt True, Yet it may not be fo, 
But ſpight of all the Proofs that fear hath ſhown, 
I muſt concluds thy! Faith's ſtill like my own. 


Oo 


98 Penelope to Viyſſes. 
For tho my Father a new Marriage preſs, ' 
Wath Treats and Promiſes, your Stay no leſs. 
To all I only anſwer with my Will; 

That yours I was, and yours I will be ſtill. 
This and the moving Language of my Eyes, 
Diſcourſe his Hearr till he with mine complyes. 


Bur ſtill whole Troups of flighted Suitors come, 
And make thy Palace their Unwelcome home. 
All that each Town and Neighbouring Ifle aftords, 
The Samian Princes, and Dulichian Lords. 
Such as are Famous for their Vices grown, 
And boaſt their Crimes the Noiſe of them to drown. 
Piſander that to Luſt his Health hath ſold, 
And Greazie Polybzs whoſe God's his Gold, 
Antinozs that wears his Lands on's back, 
Eurymachwas that knows the ſleighty Knack, 
To lift a Plate, or handſomly Conveigh, 
Unſeen, a Ring or Diamond away. 
Irs whoſe SouPs as empty as bis Purle, 
Medon whoſe wit Lies all in ſome new Curfe. 
Melanthius that at "Table cooks his Meart, 
And makes a Kitching there, before he ear. 
Though T to all theſe thy chaſt Bed deny, 
Thy Board I cannot in Civility. 
And fear whilſt we're unguarded to engage 
By too much flight their peeviſh Villanous Rage. 
For what can I, thy Son and Father do, 
He with too many Years and this too few ? 


*Fenelope to Olyſſes. 
Whom thy Dear [mage I had almoſt loſt; 

As he the Seas to rocky Pylos crolt- 

Oh may that dear defire of my Eyes, 

The Face wherein thy Lovely Picture lyes, 
Be ne're in his untimely Grave depos'd, 

Till he in Peace his Parents Eies hath clos'd. 
My ſhort Retinue too, though Faithful all, 
My Perſon to defend would prove too ſmall. 


Amidſt ſuch ſubtle Foes Laertes Hand, 
Is now too weak the Scepter to command. 


Your Son though he, in that grow like you too, 
Yet he ſhould firſt inſtrufted be by you. 

And Pme too weak their violent Force to ſtay, 
Whilſt you my deareſt Safe-guard are away. 

Oh then for that Dear Pledge of our Chaſt Love, 
Whoſe Youth ſhould under thy Tuition move. 

For him that gave thee thy firſt Breath, and lands, 
- Expedting to yield his up in thy Hands. 

And for this fading Beauties, Charming ſake, 

In which thou once did{t {ov much Pleaſure take. 
And theſe Fair Eyes us'd not to beg in vain, 
Make haſt, Ay Dear, to my kind Arms again. 


Dido to Aneas. 
Ike the poor Swan ftretcht on his ſedgie Bed, 


That ſings his own ſofr Requiems e're he's 
dead. 


Write I theſe now, and not to move thy Mind, 
(For Heav?n and you Deaf to my Prayers I find.) 
And fince Pve loſt my Innocence on you, 

My ſelf and Fame, Ple lofe a few Words too., 

Are you reſolv*d to leave me then behind. 

And ſtrike your Faith and Sails to the ſame Wind? 
Reſolv'd your Vows and Ships ſhall go together, 
To ſeek new Kingdoms out you know not whether ? 
Nor can my Royal Scepter, nor this City, 

Made yours with me, incline your Heart to putty. 
Bur mine, both to your ſelf and me unkind, 

Yow le leave Imaginary Crowns to find. 

Suppoſe there were that Land which you purſue , 
Who think you'le giv't to thoſe they neyer Knew ? 
You muſt there roo another Dido hnd, 

Again be perjur'd to deceive the Kind. 

When will you like to this a City build, 

And ſee its Channels with new Subjects filPd? 

Or if all this ſhould ro your wiſh agree, 

Where will you have a Wife ſhall love hke me. 
Whoſe Soul my Flames at. once both burn and light, 
To yiew, My Dear e/E£neas, Day and Night. 


That 


| Dido to Mneas, © 
That from my ill required Love ftill Flies, 
And whom Pde live without if I were wiſe. 


For though he's ill, I cannot him forgo, 
But cry he's falſe, and falſe I love him too, 


Ar leaſt thy Pitry Mother let me prove, 
And Cupid teach thy Brother how to love, 
Or let my Heart melt with this ſoft deſire, 
So he may ſtill give Fuel to tny Fire. 
But Pme deceiy'd for he's no Son of thine, 
His Genius Writes him not in thy ſoft Line. 
On Stubbern Rocks, or fome rough Mountains Head, 
By Savage Beaſts thou wert begot and bred. 
Or on the Seas ſuch as thou now doſt ſee ; 
Through which thou yet refolv*ſt ro fly from me. 
Where would'ſt thou go thusagainſt Wind and Weather? 
Eet that art leaſt be kind and bring's together. 
'T'o you than them I'de rather owe your Stay, 
Bur you [ ſee are not ſo juſt as they. 
Nor can 1 ſure ſuch ſtrong Averſhon move, 
That thou ſhould*ſt periſh to avoid my Love. 


And, thou at thy Dear Cruelty wilt repine, 


When thou ſhalt meer with Death's cold Arms tor mine, 
Stay then a little and the Wind will ceaſe, 


And ſmiling Triton ſmooth the rough-brow'd Seas. 
Wou'd thou cou'dſt change too with the Windand F loody 
And ſure thou wilt if thou art Fleſh and Blood. 


*T'were ſome excuſe had you not tried. the Main. 
And been too oft deceiv'd ta truſt again. - 
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IOZ Dido to Aneas. 
So well you know the Dangers of the Deep, 
®T'is bardly fate when in Soft calms they ſleep. 
Bur a worſe Refuge for ſuch perjur'd Men, 

For *tis the Place of Puniſhment for them. 

By Birth itto the Queen of Love belongs, 
There to revenge the injur'd Lovers wrongs. 

. Alas! I hurt thee ſure by what I fay, 

And fear thou ſhould'ſt like me be caſt away'! 
No live thou dear Cauſe of my Funeral, 

Pde rather loſe thee fo then loſe thee all. 

Yet think if ſome wild Storm thy Ship ſhould tear, . 
(Oh! let me whiſper't that no God may hear.) 
How would thy Tongue thy Perjuries reveal, 
And how Trey firſt than Dido by them fell ? 
Here's the ſad Image of a too Kind Wife, _ 
Drawn in her Tears and Blood now to the Life. 
There ſhiv*ring Clouds their Fiery Bolts let fall, 
And: then thou'lt yield thou haſt deſerv'd it all. 


Give then the Seas and thy more Cruel Wind, 
Some Safe Delay, and bribe them to be kind. 


Nor art thou all; ſpare Poor Iulus Breath, 
Thou haſt enough to Glory in my Death, 


What hath he or the Gods thou carry'ſ{ done, 
To fave them from the Flames, and let them drown, 
But thou haſt none falſe Man as I believ'd, 


Nor was thy Father from Troys Fate repriey'd.: 
*Tis all Romance: I am not thy firſt Sin ; 
Nor doth thy Treachery with me begin, 


Dido to Aneas: 107 
Where fell the Beauteous Parent of thy Son, 

Bur left by thee to burn with 1/or ? 

This did thy Silver Tongue gild o're fo well, 

I took*r for Grief and Wept when thou didſt tell, 
Nor doubt I now but thy own Gods decree, 

Thy ſeven Years Miſeries by Land and Sea. 

I took thee as an out-caſt from the ſame, 

And gave thee Kingdoms &re I knew thy Name. 
Oh that my Kindneſs had no farther gone, 

And I thy falſe Embraces ne're had known. 


That Day to all my Miſery laid the Scene; a 
That wept in Showers while we fled to the Den. 
Methoughts the Nymphs mourn'd whilſt I loſt my 


Treaſure, 
And Furies ſtood to ſeal the Fatal Pleaſure. | 
Revenge Siches now thy injured Flame, F 
To thee alas ! I come though full of Shame. 
Here in my Chappel Ive a Marble Piece, 
In Menvry of him ſhrin'd in a ſoft Fleece. 
Whence I was ſummond Four Times to appear, 
Eliſa come, it murmur'd in my Ear. 
] come, I come, that ſhould be none bur thine, 
And would not ſtay fo long but for my Crime. 
Look on the Author, and forgive me then, 
For that will call thy Anger in Apen, 
A Prince for Blood and Piety renown'd, 
How could I build my Love on ſurer Ground ? 
No fairer, Face could on a Sin be ſer, 
Add Faith and I cannot repent him yer. 


104 Dido to AMneas. 
But from the firſt unto the laſt I ſee, 
My Thred of Life's ſpun forth of Miſery. 
Firſt, My Dear Lord. before the Altar dies, 
His Gods and Covetous Brothers Sacrifice. 
"Then forc'r to leave his injur'd Aſhes there, 
I fled the Aſſaſſine on Wings of Fear. 
And frog the Seas at length and him fer free, 
I land and bought the ſhore 1 gave to thee. 
My City now rear'd. her proud head to th* Skyes, 
Bur ſoon her Glory drew forth enyigus Eyes. 
Strait Wars grew on me, fitter for Loves Charms, 
Yer unprepar'd I ſtood the Fate of Arms. 
And thouſand Suitors gain'd, all now my Foes, 
*Cauſe thee unknown before them all I choſe. 
Give me in Chains then to Hiarbas Will, 
(At thy Requeſt I ſhould nor ftick ar ill.) 
Or Sacrihce me to Pygmaliens Hate, 
That I may marry too my Dear Lords Fate. 


Lay down thy Gods, and touch not Holy Things, 
*No unclean Hands.can make good: Offerings, 
If they no better Servants have than thee. 
They will repent, that e're they were ſet free. 
Perhaps my Sin too Lives within my Womb, 
Part of thee buried lyes in that ſoft: "Fomb. 
Will thy Heart ſerve thes'too, to: fee that Falb 


With me, and cauſe an unborn Funeral? 
Shall the ſoft thred of poor Iulzs Brother, . 


Be twiſted with the hard -Fateof his Mother Z 


Ch? 
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| Dido to Aneas. 
Oh ! but a God forbids thy longer ſtay, 

Would he'd forbid thee too, to come this way. 

He's ſure ſome 11] Guide, envious of thy Peace, 

That ſhews thee all the Miſchiefs of the Seas. 

Such as did 7roy in Glory: ſhine again, 

Troy were not. worth thy Setking with ſuch Pain. 

Much leſs Heſperia; where if &re thou come, 

At beſt thow'rt but a Gueſt and not at home. 

And as it Flyes thy vain diſcoy*ring Fleet, 

Old Age will ſooner thee than thou ir meer. 

How much then better were it to {it down, 

Betore theſe Dangers, and enjoy my Crown ? 

Let Troy and Tyre but one Empire be, 

And Ple rule thar and thou ſhalt govern me. 

Or if thou Wars deſire, that thy Son 

May bring home early Laurels to his Crown : 

That thou mayſt nothing want; ſuch worthy Foes, 

Ple find him as *ris Victry but r? oppoſe. 


'Then by thy Farther and thy Erothers Darts, 
The Gods that in thy Miſery bear their Parts. 
By all thy Hopes Trey ſhould its Fate ſurvive, 
And its ſmall Reliques {till be kept alive. 

So may your Dear lulz [ee white Dayes, 

And old Anchiſes Aſhes reſt in Teace. 

As thy Poor Dido doth thy Pitty prove, 

Who has no other Crime bur roo much Love. 
Nor canſt thon think that ſhe thy Foe will be, 
Who 1s ſo much her own in Loving thee. 


P 


106 Dido to Anceas. 


If Wife's too much that Title Ple reſign, 
I will be any thing Ay Dear io thine. 
The Genius too I know of theſe falſe Sands, | 


And how they riſe and fall in doubtful Strands, | 
Then till ſoft Gales whiſper your Sails away, 

And floating Sea-weeds leave the foamy Bay. 
Make me thy Pilot to obſerve the Weather, 

And when *tis ſafe I will not ſtay thee neither. 


But now your Men want reſt, your Ships repair, 
And all things to your ſtay inviting are. 
I with the Reſt if I have any Claim, . 
Or that a Wite be only but a Name. 
Make it my laſt Requeſt, that you would ſtay, 
Burt till my Grief grows calmer with: the Sea, 
But it you ſtand reſoly'd this deny, 
Know (kinder Death ſhall end your Cruelty. 

Ah! did my Image now before.thee ſtand, 
One holds the Pen, thy Sword the other Hand ; 
Whilſt Tears that ſteel would foften wer't nor thine, 
Flow down and court it with my Heart to joine. 
With little charge thou haſt prepar'd my Tomb, 
So well thy Preſent doth my Fate become, 
Nor is it the firſt Wound my Breait doth bear, 


For cruel Love has made a Deeper there. 


Come Anna thou Dear Confident of my Shame, 
Now help thy Siſter to another Flame. 
Write not Siches Wite upon my Herlſe, 
Bur let the weeping Marble ſpeak this Verſe. 


Here Iyes Anea*s Bleeding Dido ; he 


The Cauſe and Weapon gave, the laſt Wound ſhe. 
Claudia 


Claudia to Onid. 
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Written in Imitation of the Stile and 
Manner of Ovid's Epiſtles. 


| The Argument. | 
Claudia the Wife of Ovid having received the 


Elegies he wrot to ber in his Baniſhment, from 
Tomos, returns theſe in Anſwer to him. 


Fealth to her Deareſt Exile ſhe commends, 


Who can't enjoy without thee what ſhe ſends, 
With ſuch pleas'd Eyes thy Charming Lines 


I ſee, 
Thou only could*ſt, My Dear, more welcome be. 
A thouſand Times aday I read them o're, 
And by repeating try to make them more. 
So ſweetly Kind they are, that ſtill the laſt, 
Perufal pleaſant as the firſt doth raft. 
FilPd with ſuch dear Memoirs of Love and me, 
Make now thy Troubles my Felicity. 
Though in my Breaſt they cauſe'a gentle Pain, 


Longing deſires to ſee the back again ; 
P's It 


, - 


108 


Claudia to Ovid. 

It ſeems a greater Torture not to prove. | 
Thoſe pleaſing Torments of the Wounds of Love, 
Nor do I wonder thou ſhould*lt abſent gain 

The Charming Art to make in Love a Pain. 
When at thy preſence Torments turn delight, - 
And Pain hath oft prov'd Pleaſure in thy Sight. 

In ſuch kind moving Words thou doſt record, 
—Shy Claxdia*s Conitant Faith to her Dear Lord, 
Thar I could even love my Miſery, 

Drawn in ſo ſweet a Pitture—but for thee. 


\ But Ah ! thoſe Praiſes cannot touch my Heart, 
Whilſt I want thee, my fceling Tendreſt Parr, 
No ſolid Pleaſure can an empty Name, 

Without thee bring on the bright Wings of Fame, 
Fur though Pm whar I will be pious ſtill, 
Alas! I am bur fo againſt my Wl. 
And I cow'd' be content, My Dear, to be 
| Lefs Virtuous--ſo I'might be more with thee, 
Ile the clear Title of my Fame reſign, 
To make rhee preſent, as thowrt abſent mine, 
And ſell the Glory of thoſe Pious Charms, 
To buy thee but one Minute to my Arms. 
Where I might find a dear delightful Death, 
Aad on thy fofc Lips kiſs away my Breath, 


Now 1n a fad Eclipſe I fit alone, 
Whilſt thou the Sun to-all my Joys art gone. 
And languiſhing in bitter Anguiſh lye, 
With Reſtleſs thoughts, and only live to die, 


* For 
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Claudia to Ovid. 109 
& For ure to lead a mournful widow'd Life, / 
&* 1s worſe then Death to. a kind faithful Wife. 

I rhought it ſo when thou didſt from me parrt, 
That cruel Word He's gone, fo ſtruck my Heart, 

I fainting fell and figh'd my Soul away, 

Which the Kind Gale did to thy Breaſt convey, 
For ſtrait it left my troubled Boſom here, 

And fled to thine—Ah no! *rwas alwaies there. 
And what the Helpleſs Body could not do, 

Along with thee on Loves ſoft Wings it flew, 

If Spirits with their thoughts a Journey take, 

And ſo a Preſence in their Objects make, . 

My Mind 1s baniſht then with thee my Dear, 
Where all my Thoughts, all my Aﬀections are, 
For I can fince no other Pleaſures prove, 

But Sighs and Tears the bitter Food of Love, 
Sorrow and Grict's my daily Company, 

My Deareſt Friends, fad careful "Thoughts of thee. 
The Joy of other Ladies too my Dreſs, 

Such as may truly mourn for thy Diſtreſs. 

Each "Thing, each Place doth now a Torment Prove, 
Where once the dear Scenes lay of our paſt Love. 
It ro the Court I go, when I am there, 

I think whoſe Preſence made the Preſence dear, 

If ro th& Theatres I want the Verſe, 

Thy Charming Tongue did there: fo well rcherſe, 
It from kind Friends I ſeek a ſad Relief, 

And by their Prefence try Vallay my Grief. 

I with a Tear remember they were thine, 

And then I weep for him that made them mane. 


But 


- 


110 F Claudia to Ovid.-- 
But when our Nuptial chaſt Bed I ſurvey, 
Whete lock't in thy Kind Arms fo oft I lay, 
I hardly can believe thou art away : 


But fold my empty Arms in thy Embrace, 


And fancy thy warm Lips ſtill preſs my Face. 
And think I lay my Head upon thy Breaſt, 


That dear ſoft Pillow where it us'd to reſt. 
Soon as the ſleepy God that Motion ties, 

Hath laid his heavy Mace upon my. Eies. 

By fancy*s ſweet invention I ſtrait prove, 

All choſe dear Innocent Joys of our chaſt Love. 
And ſuch foft Reſt doth then my Senſes keep, 
That I methinks could ever wiſh to ſleep. 

But when I wake and find my ſelf alone, 

And all thoſe dear Delights with thee too gone. 
Love at my Eies diſtills my anxious Cares, 
And melts my: Bleeding Heart, to dropping Tears. 
Then doth thy Love ſeem as unkind to me, 
To make me Stay as Ceſar was to thee. 

And all the broken Images of Night, 

Return by Fear redoubled to my Sight. 


. But when Pm thrown to th? Bottora of deſpair, 
T oft ſtart up and fancy thou art here. 

Alas! but *twas an eafie kind Miſtake, > 

I did but thy Dear Pifture for thee take. 

"That Tendreſt, Faireſt Pledge of our Chaſt Bed, 


Thy Daughter in whoſe Face thy Looks are read: 


So like thee, that none e're could have but ſhe, 
More of a Father, and a Woman be. 


And 


| Clandia to Ovid. , iS 
And ſure the Gods did in her Form defign 
Me for th* allay, leſt it ſhould prove Divine. 


Nor can I ever think thee quite away, 
Whilſt that dear Part of chee doth with me ſtay, 


The next Sweet Comfort I enjoy”s to ſee - 
Thy bright Opinion of my Conſtancy. 
© Nor can Affliction e*re thoſe Hearts divide, 
& 'That ever were together firmly tied. 
* Loves Branches Joys, in Summer largeſt grow, 
« But the Kind Roots in Winter deepeſt go. 
* For Misry's but the Ordeal Fire of Love, / 
 EKindled by Heay'n Lovers Hearts to prove. 
* And thoſe whoſe Flames were chaſt and pure before, 
* It tries like Gold, and makes them ſhine the more. 
Mine to their Center fixt too near to move, . 
By ſweet defires the Meeting Lines of Love. 4 
Can ne're from thee their deareſt ObjeCt part, 
Or break the pleaſing Chain that holds my Heart, 
* Marriage that Ratifying Teſt of Love, 
Hath writ our Names in the bleſt Rolls above. 
-And whilſt they on that bright Record ſhall ſhine, 
I will be ever True, be ever Thine. 


He whoſe great Hand the Seed of Nature ſows, 
From whence our Will into Aﬀection grows, 


| & The Grounds of Love ſure in the Humours laid, 
«* And firſt Acquaintance in our Natures made. 


He ſtamp a ſev*ral Seal on ev'ry Mind, 
And made but one to pair it in Mankind, 6 
And happy thoſe that can the dear Marks find ! 


%. 


For 
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For when a fair ſoft Virgin ſtands to Prize, 
The Wiſh and Aim of thouſand longing Eyes. 
Puts by without a Wound, the ſey*ral Darts, 
And with a Smile beholds their Bleeding Hearts, 
Some unambitious Youth whoſe Eyes unknown, 
A ſoft dear Likeneſs to her, Mind hath ſhown. 
Melts all the Virgin Coyneſs of her Face, 

And turns reſiſting to a Kind Embrace. 

So when theſe Eyes thy Perſon did ſurvey, 
That Lovely Form that ſtole my Heart away ; 
The anvrous Light that ſtarted forth: of thine, 
Turn'd into Flame and entred in at mine : 
And ſooner ſet my tender Heart on Fire, 

Than I perceiv'd the Gentle Soft deſire. 

Gods! what delight I in thy Preſence took ? 
How lovely was each Charming Word and Look? 


When thou wert gone I bled with pleaſing Pain, 
Till I enjoy'd thy welcom Sight again. 

Such Grace did on thy ſweet Demeanour fir, 

Each 'Thing ſeem'd handſom by thy Doing it. 

I thought thou well mighr'ſ write the Art of Love, 
When Nature did it in thy Perſon prove. 

Yer ſtill I ſtrove to hide my Wounds in Shame, 


And only wiſh'd that thou mighrſt prove the ſame. 


But though the Virgin took the Lovers Place, 


The Flame would often riſe into my Face. 
And thou that wert fo well skilPd in that Art, 


Didft ſure perceive the Symptoms of my Heart : 
Till Fate at latt'ſhot thee with the ſame Dart. 


Hea' ns! 


; 
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Heav'ns ! what ſtrange Ways then did thy Love 
invent, 
To warm my Heart into a chaſt Conſent ? 
| What Kind Auxiliaries didſt thou call, 
Where there alas! was need of none at all. 
For with a Humour natural to my Sex, 
I lov'd both thee and my own Heart to vex. 
And kept thee from my Breaſt 'Three Years or more, 
Where thou unknown hadſt entred in before. 
Fair was thy Face, ingenious as thy Mind, 
Thy Wit as Charming, and as ſweetly kind. 
Both did ſo well with moving Charms become, 
As ſtole the Hearts of all the Maids in Rome : 
Pride of thy Sex, and ev*ry Ladies wiſh, 
Their Eyes defire, and their Hearts chief bliſs. 
How was I pleas'd, what inward Joes did prove, 
To find my ſelf the Center of thy Love? 
Where all thy Wand'ring dear deſires were fixt, 
And with my ſoft kind Flames as kindly mixt. 
What Honeſt Pride upon the Wife did ſhine, 
To know thee only and ſecurely mine. = 
Ah ! who the dear Loſs now can truly meaſure, 
If thou wert then to me fo rich a Treaſure. 
« For none the Wounds of Griet can rightly ſee, 
« But thoſe who lov'd before, and loy'd like me. 


| * 


Though thy kind Letters all delight 1mpart, 
Yet was there One that pierc't my Bleeding Heart. 
Thoſe firſt of thy unwelcom Lines that brought 
The News of thy paſt Sickneſs - my Thought. 


For 
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 Fores the dear ſad Paper I unſeal, 

A ſtrange unuſual Heavineſs I feel. 
But when the unknown Hand within I view, 

Thy Name ſubſcrib'd'too at the Bottom knew, 

[ trembling fell as I began to read, 

And drop't what I fear'd thee to be nigh dead. 
And though the eager Meflenger did tell, 

The Danger was all paſt and thou wert well, 

[ ſcarcely could him or thy Lines believe, 

Or reſt ſecur'd that thou wert yet alive. 

But ſtill I fel my own to read thy Pain, 

—And ftrait broke off to queſtion him again. 

Till Tears flow*& fo I could not read art all, 

My fainting Hand let the ſad Paper fall. 

Which your dear Daughter reſcued from the Ground, 
And when your Name ſhe at the Bottom found, 
Kiſt it and offer'd with a pious Bow, 

Mother, you were not wont to read ths [0. 

And with a pretty Innocent concern, 

What I could not, did thence your Sicknels learn. 
And dropr the ſad Relation in my Ears, 

Which art my Eyes Love told agen in Tears. 


But thou art well, as well as thou canſt be, 
My abſenr Health, whilſt thou art not with me. 
Alchough I ev*ry bleſt Occaſion rake, 
That may advance my Suit and bring thee Back. 
And oft, by Friends great Czſars Mind have prov*d, 
That rhou at lealt from Scythia be remoy'd. 
And once approacht his M.jcſty Divine, 
'To be my owa Embaſladour and thine. 


Wuiuh 
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With, Eyes and Hair both flowing ſadly Sweet, 
My Tears and Knees. fell ar. his Royal Feet. 

I wiſht then for the Charming Tongue of Love, 

The Eies of Pittying Gods his Heart to move. 

Or ſuch ſweet winning Words to take his Ear, 

As thou haſt often pour'd in mine my Dear. 

But fainting here *twixt Love and Shame I fall, 

And bur for Tears had nothing ſaid at all. 

His Eyes ſome Pitty ſpoke, yet ſo Divine, 

I thought none ever brighter were—bur thine. 

And took me up'with, Madam ceaſe to grieve, 

Thoſe Tears we Pitty which we caw't relieve: 

And only Power, not Compaſſion want 

Nor muſt you beg what I muſt never prant. 

Thus left me to my Tears and Servants care, 
Fainting 'twixt hot Defire and cold Deſpair. 

But at thy dear Name taking freſh recruit, 

I caſt my Hopes laſt ſtake to win thy Suit. 

And to th* Imperious Livia went, that ſhe 


Who made thy Wound might the Phyſician be: 
And offer'd up my Life to be her Fee. 

How ſhall I rhe kind Story to. thee tell, 

That Scene of Sorrow to thy "Thoughts reveal ? 
The ſad diſtrafted Prayers I us'd and fighs, 

The filent Rhetorick of my flowing Eyes. 
Behaviour breathing Sadneſs, Grief, Deſpair, 
Submiſlive as poor dying Lovers are. 

Moving as that I us'd to bend thy Heart, 

To let me in thy Troubles bear a Part. 


| Q 2 Such 
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Such earneſt grieving Wards, ſuch ſpeaking Tears, 
As I to go with thee pour'd in thy Ears. 

And the ſame ill Succefs though more unkind, 
As from thy Love now from her Hare I find, 
Proud Virtue fortifyed her Stubborn Heart, 
Diſdain inſtead of Pitty toucht that Part. 

He's but too mildly us d (ſhe cried) to dare, 

To bid you ask when TI bid bim deſpair. 

From Tomos let him never Hope to go, 

For what # once our Will  alwaies ſo. 
Ah! with what Pain heard I theſe killing Words? 
They pierc't my Bleeding Heart like pointed Swords, 
And let forth all my Hopes, and with deſpair 
Filld the freſh Bleeding Wounds, and bitter care 
Struck me all Pale and trembling to the Ground, 
Another Baniſhment in them I found. 


And loſt thee here agen and wept no leſs; 
And thou by th? firſt the ſecond Grief mayſt guels, 


But ſtrait as I retir*d to grieve alone, 
And that my Soul put its new mourning on, 


Diſcourſing o're my Sorrows with my Tears, 
Falſe 1b# that incarnate Fiend appears. 


He whoſe foft Charming Tongue oft tun'd my Ear, 
To the ſweet Muſick of thy Praiſe My Dear. 

And bore the Arms of Kindneſs in his Eyes, 

And friendly Pitry for his ſoft Device. 

But us'd that dear Name as a Siren Art. 

Te*infinuate his Poiſon m my Heart. 

For when he ſaw my Love and Hopes o'rethrou nn, 


He thought upon their Ruin to build his Own 
| Sollicits 


Clandiato Ovid. 
Sollicits thy Chaſt Bed, and durſt to own , 

To make me break that Faith which he had done. 
And:here had my weak Arms anſwer'd my Heart, 
I ſhould have acted ſure his Murd*rers Parr. 

But Virtuous Rage tied fo my Tongue and Hands, 
Anger through haſt forgot its own Commands. 

I flew from's Sight and with an honelt Pride, 

To dare to come ſo near to be demied, * 

Beg'd of the God of Nature to invent, 

Plagues above Nature for his Baſe intent. 

Curſes hike thoſe thou gav'ſt him were my Prayer, 


| Though not ſo witty yet more bitter far. 
And raging, that dull Grief ſhould be ſo kind, 


To leave ſome Streaks of Beauty ſtill behind, 

I tore my Hair, with Tears put forth that Light, 
My Eyes enjoyed 'Temptation to anvite. 

And now my Face under a veil I wear, 

And dreſs my ſelf, unhandſom to appear. 

Sorrow hath pluck't half of my Age from time, 
And made my Beauty fading in its Prime. 

My conſtant falling Tears rough Channels wear, 


On thoſe ſmooth Cheeks were thought ſo Charming Fair. 


Didſt thou thy ſelf but my fad Picture ſee 
Lean, Pale, and Wan, a hive Anatomy. 
Like ſome ſad Story thou would'ſt mine expreſs 
In thy Ingenious Metamorphoſes. 

The kind Trachinian Queen leſs Sorrow knew, 
The Pale dead Image of her Ceyx to view. 
And were thy weeping Niobe alive, 

Niel? her felf might learn of me to grieve, 
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All thoſe pale Marks of Grief my Face doth bear, - 
But Shadows are of what my Soul doth wear. 
There, thete, if:ever Sorrows diſmal ſhade, 

Mixt with the Beams of Love true Colours made. 
To draw the' Picture of ' a fad Kind Wite, 
They could not more' expreſs it to the Life. 
Should thy quick Wir its utmolt Skilt apply, 
That makes ev*n Nature viſible to the Eye. 
Thy Art in this alone would uſeleſs'prove, 

Or to deſcribe. my Sorrow, or my Love ; 

Though by thy ſweet lipt. Muſe inſpir?d and taught, 
On the ibft Feet. of Verſe to fer my Thought : 
My Grief [tonly-to thy 'Mind can call, 

By not being able to. expreſs at all. 

Then, fince I neither can thy Abſence bear, - 

Nor ſhew my Sorrows to thee as they are, 

The next Ind Letrer thou from- Rome doſt ſee, 
Shall be my own'Dear ſelf ro' Dearer thee. 

That, that:will tell all and thouſand more, 

Sad kinder things than Womans Heart e're bore. 
Nor can: longer. with my ;Fate:agtee, 

Thy Face; or [Deaths I. am reſplv?d to' ſee, 
Though thouſand Difficulties ſhould /divide, 

Ple preſs through all, nor will I be, denied. ,. .,, , 
Scythia though rough it be, .hath far more Charge, | 
Than pleaſant Rowe, when 1 Am.1n thy, Arms.,..; ,./,, 
And here. yow- by, what Lmpſt, do prize, _ + /,;; DS. nr 
The Sacred Knot.our Hearts zogether ries. 


If thou refuſe thy dear. Conſegt/again, 6 . 


Deaths kinder-Hand ſhall eaſe me of my Pain. . co . | 
wy 


Taudia to Ovid. 
Ple do no more the Buſineſs of my Life, 
And take no other Food but that of Grief. 


You teach me to contemn the Joys of Loye, 
That in the Sphere of Senſe bur dully move, 
And thoſe more Noble ſolid Pleaſures find, 
That Souls enjoy when Love unites the Mind. 
You may delight your ſelves in Thoughts ſo cold, 
But Womens Hearts are of another Mould. 
Our Paſſions are too {trong, Reaſon too weak, 
Natures too tender through ſuch Chains to break. 
If Senſe in this Lite from our Hearts you move, # 
You take the Oprick from the Eyes of Love. 
Pth? next let it a greater Pleaſure be, 
But here I'de rather ſee than think of thee. 
Let me but come, and claſp —1& in my Arms, 
And tell me then which hatf'the greater Charms. 
But if Deaths fatal ſummons ſhould prevent 
My lingring Hopes, and thy dear wiſh*d Conſeat. 
Ple not one hour, my Dear, behind thee Stay, 
Bur lay me down, and weep my Soul away. - 
And jon'd together in one Tomb and Fate, 
The Marble ſhall this Epitaph relate. 


The Memory of that Pair's kept by this Stone, 
Czſar made Two, but Love and Death made One. 
He periſht by his Eyes, and Art of Love, 

And ſhe from Both her welcom Fate did "prove. 
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